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ya models: “ Four 
| Fifty”, 1 litre, 4 cylinder 
| unc. “ Six Eighty’*’, 
2} lire, 6cylinder engine 


| Excellent power-to- 
| weight ratio. Sparkling 
metalichrome _ finishes 
| on mono-construction 
| 


tust-proot bodies. Para- 
torsion independent 
front wheel suspension. 
Powerful Lockheed 
brakes. All seats within 
wheelbase. Plenty of 
head and leg room for 
people. 


Delicately controlled 
ventilation. Car heater 
Twin interior lights 
Large locker capacity 
English leather 
Dunlopillo upholstery 


WOLSEBELEY MOTORS ~ 
Nuffield Lad, Onford and gt, London, 


CHASSIS FRAMES 
SAID THE CELLO 


IMPLEMENTS 
SAID THE FIDDLE 


Whatever the pleasure’ 
Player's complete it 
9, 


‘ AND THE KEY WAS 
Sankey OF WELLINGTON 


JOSEPH SANKEY & SONS LTD., HADLEY CASTLE WORKS, WELLINGTON, SHROPSHIRE 
TELEPHONE : S00 WELLINGTON TELEGRAMS: SANKEY WELLINGTON 


PLAYER'S NAVY CUT CIGARETTES AND TOBACCO | 
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It is cut full throughout. The 
collar sets naturally in posi- 
tion without pulling and 
tugging. Sleeves allow the 
| arms to be raised without 
the coat riding up. Hand- 
| some lines. A man's coat, 
particularly the man 

who likes his com- 

fort. Price about 

£15 .15.0. 


Before you buy another pair WET WETHER WETHERDAIR 


There are also Wctherdair Weather Coats from £4.19 .6. 


of shoes... <A ae 


WETHERDAIR LTD BRADFORD AND LONDON 


What a joy it is, in these days, to handle Lx0~7 - 
something so thoroughly good as a pair 
of “ Health” Brand shoes ! 

Their manly shapeliness will endure and 
acquire character — because it conforms, 
not to a fashionable fantasy, but to the 
natural form of your active feet. 

And the leather! Rich, supple, stout- 
hearted. Quality tanned and specially 
chosen for its purpose. 

Workmanship and finish make them ‘just 
the job’—Crockett & Jones’ Northampton 
craftsmen see to that. Prices start at 79/9. 
Even these staunch soles will one day need 
repair. By then they'll have earned every 
penny it costs, whilst the gallant uppers, 
good for many a long day yet, will deserve 
the best resoling money can buy. 


Don’t be Vague 
it will pay you to ask for su 
CROCKETT & JONES’ ask for 


Health Brand H ai Gg 


Whisky in its 
golden age embodies the 
rare skill possessed by 
those great Houses whose 
names guarantee perfec- 
tion and distinguish pre- 
ference. It is the one 
spirit that is “right” for 
every occasion. So stick 
to Scotch—and give it a 


Address of your nearest stockist sent on request to 


CROCKETT & JONES LTD - NORTHAMPTON 
| THE OLDEST SCOTCH WHISKY DISTILLERS IN THE WORLD 


| Wetherdair 
AO 
, 
ys? 
| 
ead 
—_ 
“2 
~ 
| 
AS) name... 


began the Platitudinarian, 


“if 1 might coin a phrase—" 


My wife has a current 


have 


interests 


account there, too. I 


appointed Lioyds Bank as my 
them fre- 


executor. I consult 


quently, and fruitfully, on 


Gentlemen Twins 


—with a difference 


on the left, 
and his brother Alsstair are gentiemen twins. 
They look and think alike, behave very 
similarly, and both, let us admit it, suffer 
from the cold— which ss where they differ 

For when Boreas blows, Algernon cloaks 
his plaintive frame in cumbersome clouts. 
Look at the result! Bulky! Definitely not- 
well-dressed. 

Alistair, however, when cold weather 
approaches, dons his clegant Braemar 
underwear. Its comfortable warmth pre- 
serves him from the cold, yet fits neatly 
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beneath his suits. The result? Perfection! 
Better still, Braemar's two-ply reinforce- 
ment where it really counts allows him great 
flexibility of movement. And Alistair, a 
modern gentleman impoverished by taxes. 
appreciates that Braemar is a sound invest- 
ment. ft lasts a lifetime. Incidentally, for 
_ special elegance and warmth, Alistair wears 
| a luxurious Braemar pullover. 
Wise gentlemen evergwhere are buying 
Braemar. They know it's the best in knitted 


financial aspects of overseas 


business. And now, my dear Sir, 


if you will excuse me, I must get 


along to the Bank~—I'm going 


abroad in a few days and I find 


it always helps to have a word 


Tatainc or money,” inter- 


rupted the Man of Affairs, with Lloyds Bank before I travel. underwear. All fully-fashioned and shrink 
| resistant, Braemars are stocked at better 
wizing the imitative, “IT let Thank you for a most informative | outfitters, in pure wool, at prices from about 
£3.17.6d a set. The luxury garments, in pure 
Licyds Bank took after my and profitable conversation.” | wool, pure silk, or sitk and wool, cost more yt _) dg 


but are worth it in the long run. So be com- >> 
fortable—invest in Braemar. 


Let LLOYDS BANK 


look after your interests 


Fully-fashioned underwear for men 


BRAEMAR KNITWEAR LIMITED, HAWICK, SCOTLAND 


The same fine quality 
Havana wrappers are used 
for both brands of cigars. 


a sight the Haart of mau! 
RONALD MORRISON CO. LTD. EOINGURGH | 


| 
6 
Money talks, you know, | 
= 
| 
| 
| 
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| 
Jamaica's and Havana's Best Cigars ww | 
| 
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Ever since 1848 heavier and heavier trains have been 
roaring through the giant wrought-iron tubes of Robert 
Stephenson’s bridge over the Conway. Most of the 
engineers at that time would not believe that these tubes 
— the first tubular spans and the longest girders in the 
world — would even support their own weight. Those 
who championed the use of cast-iron as a structural 
material foretold a short life and a rusty one. 


Stephenson took no notice. His faith in the strength of 


| 
RED LEAD OVER THE CONWAY 


the bridge was based on a series of experiments with 
models tested to destruction. And he had a hunch that 
proper painting would deal with the rust. 

The tubes were designed so that every plate and rivet 
was accessible. As they were built up on the foreshore 
they were primed and caulked, plate by plate, with red 
lead in linseed oil: and after they had been floated into 
place they were given two more coats. Red lead has 


been used ever since. A lot of it comes from — 


ASSOCIATED LEAD 


MANUFACTURERS LIMITED 


SPECIALISTS IN THE MANUFACTURE OF LEAD PIGMENTS AND LEAD PAINTS 
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THE BIG NAME ON 


fopay, as 1590 years ago, when 
Noilly Prat made * French’ famous 
throughout the world, this delightful 
vermouth is still made only in France, 
from French grapes by French master 
blenders; still matured for years in the 
wood, and bottled in the large bottle. 
Yes, this is the original dry vermouth 
that blends so well with gin, so robust 
that it makes a complete aperitif on its 
own, or with just a sliver of lemon peel 
squeezed and dropped into it. In 
Summer, ice and soda may be added. 


say Noilly Prat’ ano 
YOUR FRENCH WILL BE PERFECT 


Nomuy Prar 


SLENDED AND BOTTLED IN THE LARGE BOTTLE IN FRANCE 


SOLE IMPORTERS, WH. CHAS ANDERSON & CO.. LIME STREET, LONDON EC). 


At the first shiver, sneeze or sniffiec, 
attack with ‘Anadin’ the balanced 
formula* that gives you quick, longer- 
lasting results than from plain aspirin! Down 
comes the temperature, up go your spirits: 
headache and shivers are quickly relieved. Taken in time ‘Anadin’ will 
stop many « cold developing — and will reduce the severity and 
duration of all colds. 


ANADIN 


because the balanced formula Nends aspera with phenacetin — for RAPID relief 
that lasts longer, And it imbudes caffeame and quinine, two stumudants which cut 
out the depressing after-<ffexts ve often felt after taking old-fasmoned remedies. 


Qu types of cleaners only 
remove surface dirt, but the Hoover 
does much more than that. By gently 
beating (on a cushion of air) it removes 
the damaging, trodden-in grit, and so 4 
makes your carpets last longer. f 
MAKES ALL “ABOVE FLOOR” 
CLEANING EASY 
With its range 
of casy-to-use 


spotiessly clean 
from top to 


Ask your Hoover 
Dealer to show you the 
latest models, From 
£14.14.0 (pha £7.70 
tax) to £22.5.0 (phe 
£11.2.6 tax). Tools for 
Agitator models CLEANER 


a 
very little extra com. Je BEATS ...af it it Chand 


mtenor matiress on a cane- 
edge divan with cabriole feet. 


13 Brompton Rd., KNIGHTSBRIDGE S.W.3. Phone: KNI 1777 
Also obtainable from JOHN PERRING: KINGSTON-on- Thames 


and Branches in the following towns JACKAMANS Led 
WORTHING GUILDFORD STAINES EAST SHEEN SOUTHEND 
OXFORD TOOTING SLOUGH WOKING HOUNSLOW 


CHICHESTER TWICKENHAM READING 
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| Come and see them ALL at- _— 


Swift, silent, stylish . 


To see a Zephyr-Six is to get an impression of | 
power and performance; when you drive one that 
impression becomes exciting. This car is a leader .. . 
born of Ford Leadership in design. It has speed and 
verve — but with restraint of style, comfort in 
riding, and ease of driving. And it is economical to 


ee 


buy (more than ever since Ford led the way in 
price reduction), with consistent economy in running 
and maintenance costs. Always, and everywhere, you 
have the Ford Dealer Service to keep your Zephyr- 
Six at its excellent, economical and exciting best. 
ZEPHYR-SIX £532 PLUS PURCHASE TAX £297.1.1. 


MOTORING 
the best at Lowest Cost 
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JOBLINGS 


OF SUNDERLAND 


versatility in glass 


Glass was first made in the Sunderland district over a 
thousand years ago. Today, and for some generations, the 
works of James A. Jobling & Co. Ltd. have been producing 
an ever increasing range of articles and instruments from a 
variety of glasses including the famous ‘ Pyrex’ brand, the 
original heat resisting glass in the world 


~~ dinner service in Joblings heat- 
resisting Colourware glass. Now 
you can cook and serve your meals 


hypodermic syringe made of 
Joblings Precision Bore Tubing, 
clear, hard glass having excep- 
uional resistance to thermal shock 
and chemical attack 


—nursing bottle in Joblings 
*‘ Pyrex’ heat-resisting glass. Can 
be sterilised safely — boiling will 
not break the glass 


AND FOR THE HOME—THE GENUINE 
original oven-to-table glass 


Regd Trade Mork BRAN 


JAMES A JOBLING & CO LTD WEAR GLASS WORKS SUNDERLAND 
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Sub-standard Spy uncovers 
bulk-buying plan 


pony a secret agent. Once she 
was the slickest plan-pediar 
in five continents. Lately she's 
looked more like hari-kari 

than Mata Hari. 


“ Psst,” I said. “Are you Al?” 

“No, I'm C3," hissed Sonia, 
“Much more of thees constipation 
am | getting, and I queet. For a job, 
maybe, | sweep Polish corridor.” 

“ You might start on your own 
thirty feet,” I said. 

“What is thees ?” huffed Sonia. 

“ The corridor I mean,” I said, 
“ is the little red lane down which 
all your meals have to go — the 
thirty feet of piping inside you. 
When you eat a lot of soft, starchy 
food the intestinal muscles find 
nothing to pull at, and they don't 
function properly.” 

“What ‘appens then?” cringed 
Sonia. 
“*Hold-up on the Aliment 
Express,” I quoted. “ * Passport 


Ask for 


the 
marmalade 
with 
tender 
thick-cut 


difficulties wreck spy-system.” In 
other words, you get constipated. 
What you need,” I said, “is bulk.” 

“ Another purge?” groaned Sonia. 

“Certainly not —" I said, “All- 
Bran for breakfast every morning. 
All-Bran’s great to cat, and it 
gives those muscles the bulk they 
need. It'll soon get you ‘regular.’ ” 

“Tope,” sniffed Sonia, and slunk . 

The next time I saw her, Sonia 
was looking radiant — as if she'd 
just sold the plans of the 39 
steppes. “ Hi, spy,” I said. “ You 
look well.” 

“Also, I feel it,” purred Sonia. 
“That All-Bran is wonderful. I 
made me * regular’ in only fow 
days. How did you learn about it ?* 

“ Inside information,” I said. 


WHY KELLOGG’S ALL-SRAN 
SURELY AND GENTLY 
RELIEVES CONSTIPATION 


Bates with absolute regelarity. 
Kellogg's All-Bran gives your system 
“bulk” to prevent constipation. All- 
Bran’s “bulk” enables bowel muscles 
to keep saturaily active and so to 
sweep and clear the intestinal tract, 
thoroughly and regularly Result: your 
whole body keeps fresh and active, and 
you are always physically and mentally 
alert. All-Bran is delicious for break- 
fast, or im buns or cakes. All grocers 


Olde English 


woar? 
sta 

righ, 


“THE ARISTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST TABLE” 


— 
¥ 
= \ FOR HOUSEWIVES | 
| with Pyrex’ | 
ii 7 > have it. 
é y | 
| FOR MOTHERS | 
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Come view 
the 


RAYMOND 
gas cooker 


Easiest to clean, 
for it is finished in 
vitreous enamel 
and all metal parts 
are stainless and 
rustproof... 


Indeed, 

21 outstanding 
features distinguish 
the luxurious 

and labour-saving 
Raymond ! 


Styled by 

Raymond Loewy, 
world-famous 
industrial designer . . . 


with automatic light- 
ing—you simply turn 
the gas tap and press 
the lighter. All burn- 

ers have safety taps. 


The Raymond has 
a larger grill— 
enclosed and with 
a removable 

grill chamber . . . 


Result — its 
cooking prowess 


of every woman 
~and her family. 


* 
the 
is 
avatlable on 
hire purchase 


tm most areas 


the Raymond is 

the most effective 


gas cooking instru- 
ment of our times ! 


a larger oven 

with removable 
vitreous-enamelled 
sides, top, bottom 
and back ! 


You are invited to 

see the remarkable 

Raymond at your 

local gas showrooms. 
It sells at 


614 guineas* 


Manufactured by 
General Gas Appliances 
Limited, of Audenshaw, 
Manchester i 4 
Allied Ironfounders 
Limited, 28 Brook St. 

London, W.1 
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How time flies! No sooner (7 do 
I break the seal on a box of these 


wonderful . . . . «+++MO,.... ecstatic 


and another and an- 
other and before I know where I am... . 
sorry darling I did mean to save you one! 
. But look! There’s another layer! 


CLARNICO 


oKegency y 


CANDIES 


CLARNICO LIMITED 
VICTORIA PARK, LONDON. 


UTSTANDING quality and 
Ovaiue have made ‘Ovaltine’ 
the world’s most popular food 
beverage. In countless homes it | 
brings to each member of the | 
family the benefits of important 
nutritive elements and vitamins, 
derived from Nature's best foods 
and fortified with additional vita- 
mins. Through its deliciousness 
and palatability ‘Ovaltine’ is en- 
joyed by everyone 
As a supplement to the daily dietary— 
as the bedtime beverage for helping to 
promote the conditions favourable to 
natural, restorative sleep—‘Ovaltine’ 
has amply proved its special advan- 
tages It provides concentrated, 
easily digestible nourishment of the 
highest quality at the lowest possible 
price 


Insist on Be wise — Economize 


OVALTINE 


The vitamin-fortified food beverage 
Prices in Gt. Britain and N. Ireland, 1/6, 2/6 and 4/6 per tin. 
It Pays to Buy the Best. PURE FOOD COMPANY LimiTED 


| 
| 
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Marmalade 


Jacqmar Aristoc is giving 
stocking fashions 
a new 


The new Brocades 
Wild silk Chiffons GOODWOOD are 15-denier 51-gauge nylons 


knitted in the new fabulous 40-teis. There's a 


Velvet embossed Nylon new form of welt, too, to make these sheerly 


beautiful stockings even more flexible and long 


e wearing. Set out to look for them today. . . at 
Sh suitings 
agsy 9/11 per pair! 
and of course the Famous 


ASCOT, too, have all the advantages of 40 -twust 
in 15-denier nylon monofil, knitted by the ex 
clusive new process in 60-gauge. Add the new 
welt...and you'll see why they cling and stretch, 


so happily . .. at 11/- per pair. 


What is 40-twist? 


The yarn is tutsted, 40 turns to the 


inch, then knitted in alternate rows of 

right and left twist. Result: strength, 


elasticity and long life as never before. 


We regret that the increased 
export demand for these new 
stockings will mean 
@ shortage at home 


Sor some months, 


You'll enjoy all-weather motoring in this cosiest ‘Motoluxe’ cost, 
fashionably tailored in the finest fur fabric. For added luxury, in the 
ear and out-of doors, there are other ‘ Motoluxe’ comforts of the same 
supreme quality —‘Motoluxe’ Motor Rugs with Valise Footmuffs to match 
—*Motoluxe' Mitts and Hats to match. ‘Motoluxe’ Coats for men too! 
Write for the name of your nearest supplier. 
LEE BROTHERS (OVERWEAR) LTD., Queen Street Works, 
$4 Regina Street, London, N.W.1. 1848 — Established over 100 years — 1952 | 


Punch i 
i 
tweeds and worsteds 
16 Grosvenor Street W.! 
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After Dinner Speeches .. 


“At the outset I want to ¢ 

reassure you I am not this size Ae 

“ally. Oh de 1 I'm bei 
: rea ear, no m being 
amplified by the loudspeakers J 


G. K. CHESTERTON / 
- | 


: 10 easily | cigar speaks for itself 


on my Otiverti’* 


Mode! M44 the distingurshed British typewrier 


Ciectr< 


Made by W. D. & H. O. WILLS 


British Ltd 10 Berkeley Squere w 


Branch of 
The Tebecee Campeny (af Great Britain & Irdend), Lut 


ZENITH WATCHES. 


/ 
iff 


~ 


RECORDS 
for 


Wrist (30 mm.) and Pocket Watches 
at 


THE ZENITH WATCH CO. (GT. BRITAIN) LTD. The Sherry Superb 
119 High Holborn, London, W.C.1 | SOLE IMPORTERS: GALE LISTER & CO. LTD., LEEDS 2 


| 
= 
| 
[A P 
| | 
x 
9 a : 
Az DF Perfect 
; 


What are silicones, Mr. Sims, Sir? 


The silicones are a most interesting group of materials based on organic compounds of silicon. 


To industry the most outstanding merit of silicones is their marked resistance to the effects of intense 


heat and cold. They are used, for example, in jointing and insulating materials for jet engines and electric motors. 
They have other special applications in heat-resistant paints, car polishes, and the shower-proofing of textiles. 
Midland Silicones Ltd. are the marketing organisation for the full range of silicone rubbers, resins, 

varnishes and fluids, some of which are already being manufactured by Albright & Wilson Ltd. 


49 PARK LANE LONDON: W.1 
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read about i... 


“ Burns day and night... any fuel 
; casy to clean.” Sounds just 
the job for us 


October in the Little Gallery 
(second floor). At the same time 
can look round our Nursery 
ment. 

We have our own factory for 
Fr 

boxs mattresses at com- 

tweed, £18.8.6. Footstool, 16.1; poten. We can also convert 


“Darling, I do believe our sit settee to match £27.1.3. We have your erior 
mattress to a int 
room fire smokes more than you do! many other examples of contem- Ep uatetet tte 

It’s high time we had someth | porary furniture by leading de- “Remaking Bedding”? 
more modern and less wasteful—and | signers. Why not come in and see w th without is the 
I know exactly what we need. | them on the first floor ? outatia at a of He = “Honey. 


the de- comb” blankets—now back ) 
lightful hand painted —_— gay in five pastel shades and ize. 
the 


nursery, Write for details—or better still 
come and see them. 


HEAL & SON 


168 TOTTENHAM COURT ROAD, LONDON W.1. Tel: MUSeum 1666 


* Think of it, John—no more laying 
the fire before breakfast. And we’ 
save buckets of fuel!" 


AN FOR 


GARDEN TOOLS 


chose— 


the COZY 10a 


Burns for 15 hours without atten- 
tien on any domestic solid fuel. 
Pinger - touch control gives a 
cheerful blaze or a long-lasting 

fire as required. Combines the 
cheerfulness of an open fire with 

the efficiency and economy of 

a slow combustion stove. Pro- 

vides direct radiant heat as well 

as far-reaching convected warm 

air. Cozy models are available in 
various attractive finishes to suit 
rooms of almost any size. 


Radiation | 


SOLID FUEL HEATERS AND COOKERS 


to solve your fuel problem 


GATHERER > 


THE PERFECT GIFT 
FOR ALL GARDENERS 


AVAILABLE FROM ALL STOCKISTS 


Particulars of all Radiavon models and names of your nearest stockists trom . Radiation 
Group Sales Led, Leeds 12 (Depc. PCY) 


THE W 


"9 52 
remarked about Ut 
| 
Ay 
4 
wi NSON | IN Gay waarrine® 
SWORD 
This is the Radiation model we 
ILKINSON SWORD CO. LTD., ACTON, LONDON, W.4. a 
/ 


SK. FABRICS 


\ Cascades of colour to charm vou colour that a whole Niagara 
V4 


— 


SANDERSON FABRICS, ENBRIDGE, MIDDLESEX 
Showrooms 36 Berners Street, London, W.1., & 6-7 Newton Terrace, Glasgow, C3. 
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The Eagle is 
distinguished by 
the Silver Ring 


The sudden thundering heat of mighty uings a confusion of 


spray and rushing aur and a silver salmon soars skyward in 
the relentless clutch of the proud and predatory Sea Lagle, Now 
extinet as a breeding species in this country the magnificent 
Sea bagle largest and strongest of the Lagle clan mar be 
glimpsed only on us occasional migratory trips from the Con- 
tinent. Then, perhaps, in the remotest reaches of the Western 
Isles, a silent wheeling shadow or a harsh piercing ery will 


proclaim the powerful presence. 


O* the road, as in the air, the Eagle is unchallenged. The Goodyear Eagle, mighty 
in strength and endurance, incomparable in appearance, is without doubt the 
tyre-building achievement of the age. Every technical advance of recent years is 
featured in this outstanding tyre. Deeper, tougher tread rubber provides impressive 
extra mileage. New improved All-Weather Tread design resists every direction of 
skid, gives quicker, safer stops. Wider, flatter tread area gives bigger grip, slower 
wear. The handsome reinforced sidewalls protect the tyre body from kerb damage 
and make cornering steadier than ever before. 

The Eagle Tyre by Goodyear, the ultimate in car tyre quality, is the greatest car tyre 
value ever offered to the motoring world. 


GOODYEAR TYRE & RUBBER CO. (GREAT BRITAIN) LTD. WOLVERHAMPTON 
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Facts and the Figure 


The average man is a myth invented by statisticians 
... But the better-than-average man really exists, 
and he demands better-than-average clothes. 
Drescott clothes, with their quiet dignity and well- 
cut style are ipso facto better than the average. 


You will find Drescott clothes in good quality stores 
all over the country, including the 
West End of London. 


An announcement by 


DRESCOTT CLOTHES LTD of DUDLEY in the County of Worcester 


on 


Forecast Fine 

Travelling in all weathers, often at short notice, a man must 
be protected mst sudden changes of temperature 
Chilprufe Pure Wool Underwear is ideal. Its close-knit 
fabric is firm, smooth, and comfortable at all times; warm 
but not overheating Faultless fit and finish, remarkable 
durability, and unique protection from colds and chills, 
make Chilprufe the choice of discerning men everywhere. 


Chilprufe 


CHILPRU: 
pees or MEN 
PURE woot Ash your outfitter or write for 
MADE } 
PERFECT NEW ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


Limites Leicestes 


OSA 


GONZALEZ BYASS 


Sherries of Distinction 


xv 
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NEW 
HAMLET 


Denmark ala mode 


On the Boulevard & hweppesmann, 


a novel Hamlet to titi ate the ever- 
varied taste of the gana & Paris 
By wanslating back into Preach 
the English versvon of Gide's notes 
for a trench version of Marler, 
the clements of Shakespeare's 
work ure wihouctted against a new 
and startling background. It 
clear as never before that the real 
murderer of Claudius, Hamlet 
was usurping the juster claims of 
the st Gravedigger to succeed to 
the throne of Denmark 

Was Hamlet Ophetia’s Aunt 
is the question which this produc 
tron dings relenticssty 1a the 
So much so that we must ask why 
is that never Before has Hamlet 
wor spectactes? Except the 
Shakespeare 
specifically tells ws that his short 
vghtedness causes him to be loo 
the symbotam 


wens, when 


much the frown 
of Hamlet's clearer vision is 
naturattly troked with the 
Lhzabethan vogue lor glasses with 
roms of hora, when Ophela 
deliberately desoribes Hamlet's 
glass of fashion 


| 


A new-found holograph 
of Schschwov, dancing 
master to the Princess 
Imperial, reveals the long- 
lost step “ point-mains 
proving that “sur les 
pointes’ originally im- 
plied the tip of the index 
finger 

Small wonder that the 
premiere danseuse of \o- 
day, with the long pointed 
fingernails of 1952, finds 
this position difficult to 
maintain. 


The Susschweppes 
Cork-Necklace. 


CINiMA 
MASTERPIECE 
AT THE ‘FORWARD’ 
Motobicyctette nglish sound- 
effects) is the simple story of a 
simple motor bicycle engine 
and the part which it plays m 
anordinary sample community, 
set amidst the intangible 
beauties of the Via Latina. | 
for one, was deeply moved by 
this plotiess and featureless 
film of overtones and 

undertones. 
Moses (at the Schweppra 
Cinema). The him cost twelve 
millon  dotlars Verdict 
Mose 
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An Interesting Find 


EXCAVATIONS AT SUSSCHWEPPES 


Here, with measuring rod in 
cms. to show relative size, is a 
string of carly corks proving 
that a palaecoschweppic era did 
exist; though whether the corks 
were ever actually made of flint 
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man or nature or what their 
function, or whence. 

During the cress tea which 
followed the recent outing of the 


| Wescht Schweppshire Archaco- 


logical Society, Mr. Geoffrey 
Coad-Sanderson, secretary, said: 


| “No cork without a bottle”. 


has never actually been proved. | 


Some of these early corks are so 


rough that it is doubtful whether | 
they were made by the hand of | 


A book of 
COBELES 


Architectural Notes 


Our photographer, in this glimpse of a 
book “ or sette of cobbles in the 
road by the tramlines outside 
Schwapping Staton has caught the 
beauty of imtuitive design 
and instinctively unfettered composi- 
ton of the untutored roadmaker, We 
have chosen thes pwture, taken with an 
ordinary box camera, because i 
illustrates also the intuitive beauty of 
natural design, and the unstinctively 
unfettered roadmaker’s untutored 
composition 


wHote 


Is there a link between the 
civilisations in this fascinating 
Susschweppesian treasure and 
the recently excavated mug 
handles of the Persian Gulf? 


Written by Srephen Pomer Drawn by 
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i USSIAN claims that human life may be prolonged 

to a hundred and fifty or even two hundred years 
by a regular course of soda baths are said to have 
aroused widespread interest in this country, especially 
at the Ministry of Pensions. 


a a 


Mr. Joseph Hunt, chairman of the Fancy Goods 
Association, has commented with some bitterness on 
the attempt of the Sheffield Assay Master to prevent 
the use of the crown symbol on Coronation souvenirs 
This, it appears, is the most recent of a long line of 
stumbling-blocks placed in the path of Mr. Hunt and 
his Association, including complex instructions (from 
the purchase-tax authorities) on what constitutes a 
souvenir and what does not; an insistence (from the 
Board of Trade) that licences must be obtained for all 
metal used; a warning (from the Council of Industrial 
Design) that every souvenir must receive the Council's 
approval; and a ban (from the Lord Chamberlain's 
office) on the manufacture of anointing spoons and 
swords of state. Our sympathies are wholly with 
Mr. Hunt. It looks very much as if officialdom is 
trying to make him the Coronation mug. 
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The most recent recurrence of traffic hold-ups on 
the Berlin-Helmstedt autobahn has been more weari- 
some than any before; in the past it was seldom that 
more than five hundred vehicles were stationary, and 
then only for about twenty-four hours, but last month's 
report that the number had reached over athousand, and 
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the waiting time three days, iseven drawing sympathetic 
comment from bus-drivers on London Bridge. 


Housewives’ Choice 


“We guarantee that 
gives the work's 
cleanest wash Put your 
washing into Srimn 
and see the dirt rush out 
into the water Your 
white things come up the 
whitest ever. your coloured! 
things have ther colour 
restored. SPriisn is marvel, 
it's a miracle! 


To the De aler; Our saieeman | 
will redeem this coupon in | 

| dance 


suds draw the 
dirt out of clothes and hold 
it. When you wring out 
Srimn suds the dirt goes off 
gripped by Srimu The 
whole wash dres dazzlingly 
clean . . . The coupon saves 
you Is. 6¢. when you try 
Srimn. It's guaranteed to 
give you the world's clean. 
est weekly wash 
From a leaflet delivered to 


selected British Homes 


* Fictitious name 


Sriosut not only gives 
the cleanest warh, but the 
whitest boil. You see it hap 
pening, loads of dirt streaming 
out into the washing water 
You know your coloureda 
vour husband's overalls and 
the kiddies’ rompers must be 
cleaner with Srioss 
sensational, lathers 
like magi, gets all the cirt 


To the Dealer: This coupon 
wit be redeemed for In 4d 
by 


out and makes your clothes 
really clean Sriosn wu able 
to keep on working till every 
scrap of dirt is fetched out, 
even the hidden dirt that no 
other product can touch 
Hurry to your shop, change 
your coupon today! Prove 
that Sriosa gives you not 
only the cleanest wash of all. 
but also the whitest boil 
From a teafla delivered to 
selected British homes 

t Fictitious Name 
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Leader of the British nuclear scientists’ expedition 
to the Monte Bello islands is Dr. William George 
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Penney, deseribed by the News Chronicle as © the forty- 
three. year-old Chief Superintendent of the Ministry of 
Supply's Arms Research Unit, a London suburban- 
dweller with a taste for ping-pong.” His ping was on 
Friday morning: pong any day now 


& a 


A university professor investigating criminal 
tendencies in the young has found that the under-sized 
child is twice aa likely to be convicted for crime as 
one of normal physique. While medical and sociological 
experts are racking their brains to explain this may we 
suggest, in our unimaginative way, that it could have 
something to do with the size of larder windows? 


a 


The Postmaster General has hinted that the 


threepenny letter rate may have to come one day. 
Obviously, apart from the extra revenue which would 
swell the Treasury's income from ordinary members 
of the public, immense additional economies would 
result in Government departments, where a saving of 
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threepence instead of twopence-halfpenny would be 
made on every O.H.MS. letter. 


a 


A universal antidote against the common poisons 
has been discovered in the United States, consisting cf 
strong tea, burnt toast and magnesia. Official literature 
put out by the British Travel and Holidays Association 
might well remind intending visitors to British hotels 
to bring their own magnesia. 


“Mr. Griffiths is not only popular in the Movement, but he 
has the additional strength of not arousing the intense antag. 
oniam that both Mr. Morrison and Mr. Bevan do. He does 
not belong to any particular wing or caucus of the party. He 
is not a Bevanite, and, on the other hand, he i# not an anti- 
Bevanite. He ia not on the Right and he is not on the Left— 
and somehow he is not in the centre either."—-The Observer 


Must be somewhere, Tried the national executive 
committee 


YMPSON, who is secretary of 
\” our local Constitutional Club, 
came round to see me the other 
evening in a considerable state of 
excitement. 

“T've been looking through the 
minute book,” he said, “and I've 
discovered that at the last meeting 
of the committee Brigadier Hogg 
seored his ninety-ninth veto, when 
he barred your proposal to have a 
new cloth put on the second 
billiards-table.” 

When our club was re-formed 
after World War IL we made up a 
new set of rules, and borrowed an 
idea from a somewhat larger organ- 
ization that was much in the news 
at the time, In order to prevent the 
committee launching out on wild 
schemes such as Ladies’ Nights and 
Smoking Concerts, which before the 
war always resulted in a dead loss, 
the officers of the club were given 
the power of veto 

The officers of the club are three. 
Brigadier Hogg is chairman, Sy mp- 
son is secretary, and I am treasurer. 
Sympson and [ indulged in a little 
mild vetoing in the early days, just 
to show that we could do it, but we 


VETO 


never developed any sort of craving 
for the habit, and when the novelty 
had worn off we rarely vetoed at all, 
except occasionally in order to put 
an end to a discussion that would 
otherwise have made the meeting 
drag on until after the bar closed. 

Far otherwise was it with poor 
Brigadier Hogg. Every man, I sup- 
pose, has an Achilles’ heel, a chink 
in his armour, a weak spot. With 
some it is drink, with others tobacco, 
with some gambling, with others 
golf. In these things Brigadier 
Hogg had always showed a 
moderation that was an example 
to us all, but vetoing undid 
him. 

At first he merely indulged in 
one or two vetoes at each meeting, 
in the same carefree way as the rest 
of us, but soon the craving began to 
master him, and he could not leave 
the thing alone. 

It began to undermine his 
health, and after one meeting where 
he had vetoed seven times Sympson 
and I had to help him home, so 
weakened was he by exhaustion. 
Sympson spoke to him like a father. 

“You've got to fight this thing, 
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old boy,” he said, “or it will destroy 
you, and the clib too. Look at 
what you did to-night. You vetoed 
three new members (the only appli- 
eants we have had this year), you 
vetoed the purchase of a new long 
rest, although the present one 
shakes like an aspen leaf, you 
vetoed the repair of the skylight, 
although players on the third table 
have to use umbrellas in wet 
weather...” 

The Brigadier groaned. 

“Don’t go on,” he said. “I'm 
only too well aware of the pitiable 
state | have got into, but unless you 
are veto-addicts yourselves you can- 
not understand how difficult it is to 
pull up.” 

“It's the first veto of the even- 
ing that matters,” said Sympson 
gravely. “ Master the early impulse 
to veto the reading of the minutes 
of the last meeting, and you'll go on 
from strength to strength .. .” 

Since then the gallant old 
soldier has done his best, trying at 
each meeting to withstand that 
fatal temptation of the first veto, 
but sooner or later he has yielded. 
It was no surprise to me to hear that 
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his score had mounted to ninety- 
nine. 

“T swore to myself,” said the 
Brigadier at the next meeting, “that 
when I reached a hundred vetoes I 
would retire from the committee, so 
I shall try extra hard to-night to 
abstain.” 

It was quite painful to watch the 
struggle that followed. With face 
white and drawn and clenched fists 
on the table in front of him, he 
allowed the minutes of the last 
meeting to be read, and kept silent 
during matters arising, correspond. 
ence, financial statement, and 
steward’s report. During other 
business, however, he uttered a wild 
ery of agony, and when we came to 
date of next meeting he could hold 
himself in no longer. 

He vetoed the next meeting, so 
the committee cannot meet any 
more 

Opinion in the club differs as to 
the gravity of this development. 

D. H. Barser 


“We'd better buy a couple of pounds.” 


SALESMANSHIP 


HE third car dealer sucked in 

his breath through closed teeth 
almost before I came within speak- 
ing distance. It was becoming a 
ritual. I decided to change my 
tactics. 

“A Frampton Special,” I said 
“Got any in stock!” 

He shook his head 
“Snapped up,” he said, 

I turned away, then turned 
back again. “Pre-war?” I asked. 
“1938s seem to be fairly easy to 
get.” 


slowly. 


“Well,” he said, “ they ‘re a very 


good car. Fast.” 
frowned. 
spares?” said. 
He smiled confidently. ‘No- 
thing easier,” he said. “There's 
a factory in Birmingham makes 
nothing else.” 
For a moment I was at a loss. 
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“What about 


like a liar 
tax and in 
“Surely no 


didn't look 
‘And then there's 
surance,” I added. 
one can afford to run them these 
days!” 

“Don't you believe it,” he said 
By this time I had been taken inside 
office. “With the new tax 
you save half as much 


The man 


his 
scheme 
again.” 

* But you don’t see many on the 
road,” said. 

“ Precisely,” he answered, using 
the logic of his profession. “They ‘re 
in demand. I'd use one myself 
if it weren't for the customers. 
We can get rid of them in a matter 
of hours.” 

I broke the news gently. “Asa 
matter of fact,” I said, “you're a 
very lucky man. . 

But somehow I stopped. A car 
like that might be worth keeping. 
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U.S. TROUSER-POCKET PROBE TAKES UNEXPECTED TWIST 
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Our political correspondent is now in America. His latest dispatches appear below. 


OF HAT 
New York, Thursday 
I OT on the heels of the publication of Mr. Stevenson's 
post-war laundry liste comes the imputation 
undoubtedly emanating from Democrat headquarters, 
that Mr. Eisenhower waa the recipient of a ten-gallon 
hat from the Denver Chapter, Daughters of the 
American Revolution, on or about D Day 1044. This 
hat, so runs the indictment, he subsequently converted 
to his own use by growing radishes in the crown. 
Mr. Eisenhower, reported by circles in close touch 
to be extremely angry, has retaliated by sending all 
his hats to the Committee for the Purity of American 
Life, with a demand for an immediate investigation. 
Announcing this development, Mr. Hagerty said the 
General was prepared, in the interests of truth and 
straightforward dealing, to have the hats of his entire 
personal staff photostated for reproduction on TV 
Meanwhile Mr. Stevenson, anticipating the next 
move, is arranging a coast-to-coast hook-up of his 
suspenders and other personal gear. 


TAPT TO REVEAL SOURCE OF GREAT-GRANDMOTHER'S 
MONEY 


Curcaco, Friday 

The strugyle to decide who shall guide the destinies 
of the greatest nation on earth reached a new pitch 
of intensity to-day when Mr. Stevenson turned out 
his pockets in the presence of a monster rally at 
Springfield, Missouri. Deliberately dropping the 
witticisms that have done his cause so much harm in 
Montana and the Dakotas, the Democratic candidate 
dealt in a statesmanilike way with each point as it arose. 
“This gun-metal pocket knife,” he declared, opening 
and closing the blades with nervous rapidity, ‘1 bought 
from my savings as Governor of Illinois State, It 
cost one dollar tifty, and the receipted check is available 
for inspection at any time.” 

This statement was loudly cheered, and Mr 
Stevenson proceeded to deal rapidly, in the same way, 
with his pocket-handkerchief, fountain pen, keys and 
return ticket to Chicago. Some crumbs of cheese, 
shaken out with his handkerchief, he specially asked 
to be allowed to keep, admitting shyly that they were 
for his white mouse “back home.” Democrats hope to 
capitalize on this disclosure by rushing out new 
“White Mouse for White House” lapel buttons 

Two hundred prominent Republicans have pledged 
themselves to publish the petty-cash accounts of their 
tamilies for three generations back 


(KE FACES NEW THREAT TO HOPES 

New York, Sunday 
Sensational new developments are believed to be 
imminent in the race for Presidential honours. Reports 
flooding into the Eisenhower camp indicate that the 
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Middle West is being alienated by the General's 
unblemished record. The whispered query “Ain't he 
ever done nothing wrong!” is assuming a dangerous 
currency, and tough Kansas farmers are asking them. 
selves whether a man of such sainted innocence will be 
able to hold his own in the hurly-burly of political life, 
let alone meet Stalin on equal terms. Attempts to 
spread a rumour that in his early days at Abilene Ike 
once tried to work a nickelodeon with a half-sucked 
peppermint lozenge show that Republicans are alive to 
the danger and determined to face it squarely. But 
Eisenhower, who has a streak of obstinacy in his 
character, denies the story 


“1 RAIDED LARDER, STOLE JAM "—Stevenson 
Cuicaco, Monday 

White with anger at the failure of his opponents 
to find the slightest peceadillo in his public or private 
life, Adlai Stevenson this afternoon told a vast audience 
at St. Louis that stories of Eisenhower rolling dice 
with Dillinger at a fraternity convention at Santa Fé 
in the ‘thirties were a despicable Republican-inspired 
vote-catching lie. “He may once have put pepper- 
mints in a nickelodeon,” Mr. Stevenson shouted. 
“What of it! We've all tried that in our time. But 
did he ever climb in the window of his aunt's storeroom 
and help himself to cranberry jeliy? Let him answer 
me that.” Mr. Stevenson added that what America 
needed to-day was a man who knew where the jam was, 
and was prepared to take a short cut to get it. 

Mr. Eisenhower's advisers are stil] working on him 
in an attempt to get him to admit that he used to 
sneak into the Yankee Stadium free by dressing up as 
a hot-dog man. But he lacks political adroitness. 


NEW YORK TUESDAY —STEVENSON CLAIMS DRANK 
BOOTLEG WHISKY SWAYS PACIFIC SEABOARD STOP IKE 
OFFERS THROW IN HAT BUT NONE AVAILABLE AS ALL 
STILL IMPOUNDED BY PURITY COMMITTEE STOP NIXON'S 
SPANIEL HAS HAD PUPS AM GETTING THE HELL OUT OF 
THIS ENDS H. F. 


& 


MEMORIAL TO KING GEORGE VI 


The National Memorial to King George VI is to 
take the dual form of a statue in a noble setting in 
London and a nation-wide scheme to promote the 
physical, mental and spiritual needs of young and old 
people. 

Our readers may wish to be reminded that donations 
should be sent to the Lord Mayor, King George VI 
National Memorial Fund, London, E.C.4. Cheques 
should be made payable to the Fund. 
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ew E Bouverie Institute of Building Science (BIBS), 
whose revolutionary researches in the field of 
damp-detiance were reviewed in this journal a few 
months ago, has the amiable habit of taking a collective 
day off now and then to visit some site in the country 
which seems likely to provide it with food for thought 
and a new, revitalized outlook on contemporary 
habitation-habits, Casting around in its mind lately 
for somewhere thought-provoking to visit, it plumped 
for the new country home of the well-known writer 
Mr. L. In this way it combined both a day off and a 
write-up, which the undersigned Mr. L. will now 
proceed to give it. The write-up is condensed from 
the first draft of a more formal report which will be 
issued by the Institute in due course, under the 
title Traditional Dwellings in the Vale of Kent 
(TRADWEVOK). The draft was written in faint 
pencil under the influence of draught cider, but 
the writer belioves that his interpretation of it is 
substantially correct. 

On approaching the site from Flitwash station the 
Traditional Dwelling would be seen in end elevation, 
if it were not partly masked by the other half of the 
dwelling, whose indweller is the writer's neighbour. 
The dwelling is, in fact, an interesting example of early 
strivings after site-economy. No fewer than two 
indwellers, with their families and chattels, are housed 
in the same basic accommodation-unit; but the 
impression of there being two wholly separate dwellings 
in the one overall unit is maintained by the provision 
of two main ingress-units, or front doors. The Institute 
always eager to spread the knowledge of Building 
Science among the uninitiated public by the use of 
simple, vigorous language, has suggested for this 
type of construction the brilliantly economical term 
semi-detached 

Viewed as a whole, from the road to Flitwash 
station, or anywhere else, the joint and conjunet 
dwelling is in the form of a rectangular parallelepiped, 
almost but not quite cuboid. There is thus a restful 
simplicity about the basie construction; viewing it 
from the front, or south, the eye is not distracted by 
any irregularities in the way of abutments or hutments, 
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but is free to wander at will about the virtually cuboid 
mass, which rises unbroken from the Weald and 
terminates abruptly at the top and sides where it 
meets the sky. The unit is, in fact, though constructed 
circa 1850, an object-lesson to the modern architect in 
its use of simple, solid masses. The only objectionable 
feature from this viewpoint is the provision of two 
draught-induction units, which rise symmetrically from 
either extremity of the roof-line. These tend to give 
the imaginative beholder the impression of a Czecho 
slovakian private soldier holding up his short, stubby 
arms in surrender, an impression which can only be 
avoided by walking rapidly round to the side or 
abstaining from reading middle-European literature. 

Neglecting the draught-induction units, if possible, 
the air of restful simplicity is well maintained by the 
layout on the front elevation of the fenestration and 
main ingress-units, The last-named units are placed 
side by side symmetrically bang in the middle of the 
basic block, each unit being about a foot from the 
vertical centre-line. The fenestration is disposed in two 
vertical columns. As there are only four fenestration- 
units in all, the observer is tempted to speculate, 
after a prolonged scrutiny, whether these could not 
in fact be regarded as forming two horizontal, rather 
than two vertical, columns, The conception is a wholly 
false one. When we consider that the lower horizontal 
column of fenestration, if there were one, would be 
irretrievably broken by the two intervening ingress 
units, which form a duplex vertical motif, it becomes 
clear that the conception of the fenestration-columns 
as vertical is the only tolerable one if a balanced 
psyche is to be maintained. 

Were not the main lines of Building Science as 
firmly laid down in 1850 as they are at the present day, 
if such sublime simplicity as this could be achieved / 
They were not. We are reassured on this point when 
we penetrate to the side and the rear. There are no 
fewer than two abutments, or projecting masses, one on 
the side and one at the rear, which effectively shatter 
the grandeur of the basic conception. That at the 
rear was, moreover, deliberately included by the 
original unknown architect. A small tiled excreseence 
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with a pent roof waddles—there is no better word— 
two yards northwards, for the wholly trivial purpose 
of housing canned goods, eggs, dry-rot fluid and the 
like. It is divided in two along the centre-line and 
provided with two minor ingress-units for the con- 
venience of the two indwellers. Means of ingress to 
the main dwelling-unit are provided in the angle 
formed by the abutment and the main cuboid mass. 
It was, no doubt, the example of this disastrous 
eanned-goods unit that inspired the later addition on 
that side of the house where the present writer indwells. 
Here an irregularly-shaped maas is flungeastwards from 
the main block. If we allow ourselves for a moment 


to revert to the impression of the Czechoslovakian 
private previously mentioned, it is as if that desperado 
were surrendering in close contiguity to, or even 


leaning up against, a large rustic dog-kennel. This 
devitalized mass performs the function of enclosing 


a 


approximately a thousand cubie feet of air. Instead 
of tearing the superinenarrable addition down, the 
present purblind indweller warms the air in it with a 
space-heating unit and sits in it with his family and 
chattels, listening to music. 

The first draft of TRADWEVOK this 
point. The visiting team, exhausted by the sight of 
the abutments, and the variegated hutments straggling 
northwards beyond a small paved space, staggered into 
the interior to regain their psychic balance. They 
noted that the interior of the writer's demi-unit was 
divided symmetrically into four cuboid sub-units, each 
measuring approximately ten by eight by seven; but 
their reflections on the matter will not be known until 
the report is published. The pencilled draft was left 
behind in their mad rush for the train; and it is time 
the writer posted it on, if TRADWEVOK is ever to 
R. P. Lister 


ends at 


appear at all. 
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THE BELL-BOX : 


WAS never a king, like that Babylon chap, 
When I lived my life before; 
House-parlourmaid, me, with a frilly cap 
And a room on the very top floor, 
And I sat in my kitchen, this one here, 
A-gazing up at the wall for fear 
One of them dratted things would flap 
In the bell-box over the door. 


Bothered to death I used to be 
With which of the flaps meant who, 
And never you saw such a family 
Six, and the spare room too 
And waking any old time they chose 
And ringing to say they were starved or froze— 
Drunk with power, if you're asking me, 
Me, with the house to do! 


There was Master Tom and his passion for bread — 
I can see him now, top right 

And that novelist lady as wrote in bed 
And her tea and her Just a Bite, 


And the twins, the time they was learning Morse 

(Don't worry, they said—well, you do of course), 

And my, I'd forgotten him! Unele Ned 
A-thinking it worked the light! 


But the evenings, that was the worst of all. 
They was up for a meal by then, 

And I'd watch for the dining-room flap to fall 
And run like a frightened hen; 

And what would it be but the spoons is odd 

Or the lid of a tin in the curried cod 

Like anyone might asd polished the hall 
Along with cooking for ten! 


And if you look at that box to-day, 
Why, it looks right back at you 
And you'd almost think you can hear it say 
That it works as good as new, 
Yes, give it a chance, it U flap like hell 
But it doesn't; I've tried it, every bell 
And I shouldn't be trying it anyway 
Me, with the house to do. 
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CURRENT ACCOUNT 


Va 
“Goy 


anybody 

The old country -house 
battle-ery rings out and you are on 
your feet in a flash. Ever since the 
day you won the gents’ singles in 
the local tournament you have 
waited for this. Your host's invita. 
tion has hardly echoed three times 
round the rafters of his ancestral hall 
before you have changed into your 
immaculate white flannels, tucked 
your two rackets under your arm 
(or more, if you take the game 
seriously), and leaped into the 
garden with a gay smile 

“The court's through here,’ 
says your host, leading you back 
into the house. You follow him, 
slightly mystified, into a vast room 


paved with black stone slabs and 
painted black as high as the eye can 
reach, which is the height of the 
ceiling, some forty feet up. Light 
enters from a double line of windows 
in the roof. A slightly condescending 
feeling of sympathy wells up in you; 
poor chap, you think of your host, 
I knew he was having a hard time 
keeping the estate going, but I 
thought he had a better place than 
this to play tennis. And, really, 
whoever it was that marked out 
this court must have been unhinged ; 
otherwise why should he have 
traversed it with green lines every 
vard from base-line to net, and 
carried some of them a few feet up 
the wall at that, and then painted 
royal crowns in green and red all 
over the place! Resisting a tempta- 
tion to pat your host on the shoulder 
you step forward to tighten the 
net, which is sagging mournfully 
from a height of five feet or so at the 
edges to three feet in the middle. 

“ Don't do that,” says your host 
testily. “Here,” he adds, “you'd 
better have a proper racket"; and 
he passes you a curious implement 
with a square wooden handle some 
fifteen inches long and a lopsided 
head about ten inches along its major 
diameter. “Rough,” he says, spin- 
ning the equally asymmetrical tool 
he is holding “I'll serve.” 
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He retreats to one end of the 
court where the back wall is 
pierced with a vast window draped 
in fish-net. There are a hundred and 
eight balls in a box at his elbow. 
He hits one on to the roof of what 
looks like a lean-to shed running all 
the way along one side of the court ; 
it bounces off and falls with a soft 
thud at your feet. 

“IT thought you said you played 
tennis!” says your host coldly. 

What you have, of course, not 
realized is that the game you have 
been invited to play is not lawn 
tennis, or even table tennis, but 
TENNIS, Sometimes nowadays it is 
called real tennis, sometimes royal 
tennis, sometimes (according to 
the Encyclopaedia Britannica) court 
tennis or Lord's tennis. But this is 
the old, original game of tennis, of 
which King Henry the Fifth, or at 
any rate William Shakespeare, was 
thinking when he said: 

When we have match'd our rackets to 
these balls, 

We will, in France, by God's grace, 
play a set 

Shall strike his father's crown into 
the hazard. 

Tell him he hath made a match with 
such a wrangler 

That all the courts of France will be 
disturh'd 

With chases. 
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The game, as we now know— 
or don't know—it, has been virtually 
unchanged since Henry the Eighth 
played it on his court at Hampton 
Court, where, if he were still alive 
and not too senile, he might play 
it now M. de Garsault claims 
in The Art of the Tennis-Racket- 
Maker and of Tennis that the Greeks 
and Romans knew the game. To 
judge from the shape of the court, 
however, the tennis of our day 
grew up in the cloisters of abbeys 
and monasteries where, no doubt, 
the monks extemporized their exer 
cise by patting a ball of rolled-up 
rags about with their hands. 

Tennis as practised for the last 
five centuries or so is played in a 
covered court about ninety feet long 
by thirty wide. The exact dimen- 
sions are variable, and unimportant 
Around three sides of the court runs 
the penthouse, five feet from the 
edge of the court, seven feet high, 
and bearing a roof that slants at 
forty-five degrees. In the penthouse 
at the server's end of the court is a 
window, some twenty-two feet wide, 
giving on to the dedans—a kind 


of gallery inside the penthouse As 
the dedans is a favourite place for 
spectators, and as the balls are of 
the hardness of fives balls and 
weigh a couple of ounces apiece, the 
dedans is protected by a rope net. 

Looking out from the dedans, 
vou see another small opening at the 
far end of the court, on the right- 
hand side. This opening, called the 
grille, is closed with boards, and 
looks exactly like a shuttered 
window: which originally it was. 
On the left are the galleries, which 
are windows in the long side 
of the penthouse. They are called 
(starting from the dedans end) the 


last gallery, the second gallery, the 
door, the first gallery, and then 
beyond the line (or net), hazard the 
first, hazard the door, and so on 
the “hazard ” end of the court being 
the end remote from the dedans, or 
“service” end 

To complete the complexities of 
the court, there is an eighteen-inch 
buttress with an oblique face at the 
hazard end of the right-hand wall 
This is called the tambour 

The whole is painted black 
According to M. de Garsault's book 
“the masters of tennis make this 
black themselves . Take half a 
hogshead of ox’s blood, 14 bushels 
of lamp-black, 10 galls of oxen to 
dilute the lamp-black, and a bucket 
of wine to give sheen to the com- 
position.” I think Mr. Jack Groom, 
the professional at Lord's, from 
whose copy of de Garsault I quote, 
uses a less extravagant formula 

To describe the game in detail 
would be a long business, and it 
could in any case only be clear to 
anyone who has seen it played. The 
players hold their rackets half-way 
up the handle and adopt a crouching 
pose designed to keep the head of 
the racket above the wrist and the 
ball low. Service is always from the 
“service"’ end, and the ball must 
first pitch on the penthouse roof. 

The scoring is basically as in 
lawn tennis, but more complex 
Besides the familiar ways of gaining 
points, there are also what are 
known as “chases.” You make a 
chase if you hit the ball into a 
gallery on your opponent's side of 
the net, or if he allows it to bounce 
twice. If its second bounce lands, 
say, just beyond the three-yard line, 
you have made a chase of three 
vards, and he must attack it by 
scoring a better chase, i.e. one 
further from the net. There is no 
score for a chase, but when two 
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chases have been made the players 
change ends (and therefore service) 
But the only way to under 
stand the game is to see it played 
Since there are no more than 
fourteen courts in use in England 
this is not so easy; Londoners, at 
any rate, may do so at Lord's, or at 
Queen's Club, or at Hampton Court 
Should the reader not feel the 
above data sufficient to enable him 
to decide whether or not the game 
is worth watching—or playing—I! 
might add that Mr. Groom, a 
former professional champion, im- 
putes to it the beneficent qualities 
not only of tennis and rackets but 
also of cricket and chess. It is small 
wonder that a game at once so 
salutary and so intellectual should 
have been singled out, as de Gar- 
sault (whose great work, I am sorry 
to say, has been published in English 
only in a limited edition of two 
hundred copies) reports, as the sole 
game to be described by the French 
Royal Academy of Sciences. 


B. A. Youne 
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PARE a kind thought, uncount- 
able readers, for the late Mr. 
Albert Edward Taylor, or rather for 
a late citizen who may or may not 
have been Mr. Albert Edward 
Taylor. It is a sad story. He died 
in a London hospital. He had in bis 
pocket a ration book and an 
identity card with those names 
The same name was tattooed on his 
left arm. A butcher, two London 
hostels, a National Assistance office 
and a Ministry of Labour office all 
had his name on their lists. But no 
one could remember his face: and 
no one came forward to identify 
him. At the inquest therefore he 
“was recorded as an unknown man.” 

The Coroner said something 
which will shock many good and 
careful citizens 

* Although the man had a ration 
book and identity card with him, there 
is no proof that he was, in fact, 
Albert Edward Taylor.” 


SHERLOCK HOLMES 

The same thing presumably 
would have been said if he had 
carried a birth certificate, a dog 
licence and a National Health In- 
surance card. Mr. Taylor was born 
in 1884, and it is a little sad to think 
that after sixty-eight years upon 
this planet he had not impressed his 
modest face on the mind of any 
living person. It is also disturbing 
to realize how valueless are the 
documents we carefully carry 
about. Civilized society is now so 
suspicious that it will not accept the 
evidence of its own certificates. 
The tattoo, coupled with the docu- 
ments, would have been enough for 
Sherlock Holmes: but nothing is 
enough for suspicious society to-day. 


FRIED FISH 

So Albert Edward Taylor, 
officially, is still alive. But how is 
he getting on without his ration 
ecard? Mr. Taylor may have had a 
wife: he may have deserted her 
many years ago. What is her 
position now ¢ Suppose she goes to 
the Court and asks for her marriage 
to be dissolved on the ground of 
“presumption of death.” Can the 


THE COSMIC MESS 


Court disagree with the Coroner? 
Will they have to dig poor Mr. Un- 
known up! Awful thought, perhaps 
even the wife would not recognize 
the unobtrusive fellow. And he 
might have been cremated. Another 
thought. What is to prevent some 
low fellow of about the right age 
from saying that he is Albert 
Edward Taylor—and getting 
another ration card! No one can 
remember his face, so no one can 
prove that anyone is not he. As 
Mr. (now Sir Rupert) de la Bére, 
used to bellow in the House of 
Commons: “Is not the whole thing 
extremely unsatisfactory /” 


REAL GEMS 

How do you like our “ cross- 
headings”? By the way, this 
column is starting a Museum of 
Crazy Cross-headings, and real gems 
will be gratefully accepted from the 
uncountables. But they must be 
utterly crazy, like the one above. 
The official excuse for cross-headings 
is that (a) they “ break the page up” 
and keep the reader awake (the 
assumption being that no modern 
person can read more than a few 
lines of unbroken prose without 
falling into a coma or wandering off 
to another column), (}) that they 
indicate the subject-matter of a new 
paragraph or section, and so (c) (i) 
induce the reader to stagger on to 
another stage, or (ii) bring in new 
readers who could not possibly be 
expected to read the whole article. 


THREE STARS 

This column thinks that (a) is a 
“defeatist doctrine. It also thinks 
that cross-headings are a waste 
of space in days when paper is 
hard to get. It is sorry for the 
author who has sixty brilliant words 
cut out to make way for a cross- 
heading or three stars. But all 
Fleet Street is against it, and it is 
willing to parley, and even make 
peace, on one condition—that the 
practical purposes (4) and (c) are 
fulfilled. By “real gem” is meant 
a cross-heading which gives no hint 
of what the paragraph is about, 
offers no inducement to any reader, 
old or new, and emphasizes some 
quite unimportant point or phrase. 
The harassed sub-editor glances 
down the paragraph, grabs the first 
twoor three words that catch his eye, 
and puts them at the top. Anything 
will do to “break the thing up.” 


DULLEST DAY 
Most of us do not even read the 
cross-headings, and the collector 
will find that the study of them 
brings a new delight to newspaper 
reading. Even on the dullest day 
when “there is nothing in the papers 
(wonderful, ungrateful words!) there 
is nearly always a “gem” some 
where. Collectors are invited to 
keep an cye on the great Times 
itself. The Thunderer— very rightly 
does not think it necessary to 
“break up” its fine leading articles; 
but there are always three—some- 
times a gem—in the turn-over 

article on the same page. 


SELECTING 

Special prizes are offered for 
good “ Lost Balloon” pieces. Some- 
times the sub-editor selects a good 
cross-heading, but later, for one 
reason or another, the words which 
prompted it have to be cut. It is too 
late, though—or they forget—to 
change the cross-heading: so there 
it remains, like a drifting captive 
balloon, dangling a cable but parted 
from its base. What on earth, for 
example, does FRIED Fisi (above) 
refer to’ No matter. The page has 
been “ broken up.” A.P.H 
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SPORTING CHARACTERS 
A Dramatic Fragment 


Quextis Dunwarp. I remember that Sir Walter used 
to call cricket a waate of something—time, I think 
it was, He was a man of uncommonly varied 
prejudices and I was sorry when it was time to 
leave him, though I sold well, so well that dear 
Peveril was quite piqued. 

Porruos. | love cricket. It’s a pity that Dumas would 
never let us chaps play. D’Artagnan would have 
made a good foreing bat and Aramis could have 
put a swerve on a ball like J, W. H. T. Douglas 

Miss Marry. There's never been a wicket-keeper 
like Hobbes 

Porrnos. True enough, if you think of it, true enough. 

Miss Marry. To us girls, W. G. Grace could not hold 
a candle to Hobbs. 

Portnos. If Hobbs had held a candle to Grace he 
would have gone up in clouds of smoke. 

Quextix Durwarp. Did Hobbs keep a straight bat / 
That is always regarded as a test of character, and 


I don't see why it shouldn't be regarded as a 
test of cricket. 

Miss Marry. It depended where the ball was. He 
varied his strokes quite cunningly. 

Rarrces. Did you ever see Ranji play ragger! Sorry, 
but I had my fill of cricket when I was working 
for that Hornung. How I longed for a rest after 
a hard game instead of having to go off rifling 
rooms! 

Quentixy Durwarp. When did the gutty come into 
use in first-class cricket ! That is the kind of point 
that Sir Walter liked to make notes about. 

Miss Marry Treating the question as rhetorical, if 
not worse, I will revive the conversation by 
remarking that, despite Ranji’s back-play, he was 
not to be counted equal to Hobbs. Even A. C. 
Maclaren’s 424 against Somerset in 1895 does not 
lift him into the Hobbs class. 

Porrnos. In any case, the record was beaten by 


erg 


BARGAIN STORE 


ie 
7 
\ 
SS ii 
| 
452 | 
| 


PUNCH, October § 1952 


WANTED 
SMART 
CASHIER 


W.H. Ponsford; but what about A. E. J. Collins? 
628 in an innings in 1899. 

Miss Marry. It was only a junior house-match at 
Clifton. 

Arcupgacon Granxtiey. Anyone coming to Lord's? 
This is just to give me an opportunity of describing 
at some length the Gentlemen v. Players match 
of 1894. I will begin by imitating the bowling of 
8. M. J. Woods. 

Qvextix Durwarp. Surely he used a hard ball? 

Arcupeacon Well, I haven't got one. 
You must just imagine that this ping-pong ball 
is larger and redder and more resistant to 
percussion. 

Portuos. No ball. 

ARCHDEACON GRANTLEY. 
moment. Fore! 

Rarries. Do you think that Mr. Trollope would like 
you to turn into a Sporting Parson?! 

Axcupgacon Grantiey. I've always felt he never 
realized my full potentialities. 

Fatner Brown. I'd swap my career for yours any 
day. A dud cheque or two was the worst you ever 
had to face. You've riever known what it is to 
be a human ferret. 

Qveyxtixy Durwarp. Talking of potentialities, Sir 
Walter used to say that Rebecca and Rowena would 
have been two of the best whist players in the 
country if only cards had been invented. How 
would you rank Hobbs as a whist player ’ 

Miss Marry. High, oh very high; but I do not want 
to appear a one-man fan, so I will remind you of 
C. Blythe's 17 wickets in a day in Kent v. North- 
amptonshire in 1907, and buttress my information 
by referring you to the Encyclopaedia Britannica, 
14th edition 

Qvextixy Dorwarp. Now the days are drawing in, 
I must study Bradshaw. 

Portaos. Don't you mean Wisden? 

Qventrxy Durwarp. That would not be much help 
in getting to Grimsby, where I want to see the 


How is Mrs. Proudie? 
She is umpiring at the 


curious combination of clerestory and triforium 
in the parish church. 

Miss Marry. I can't find it in the Britannica. 

Qvesxtry Durwarp. This particular ambition was 
fired by Muirhead’s Guide to England. 

Porrnos. What does it say about Grace 

Qvextrxs Durwarp. He lived at 15 Victoria Square, 
Bristol. 

Arcupgacos Granriey. There was more to him 
than that. Did you ever get any loct off him, 
Raffish ¢ 

Rarries. I do not care for nicknames. As a matter 
of fact, he once got my pads off me when he was 
keeping wicket; but one does not care to dwell on 
episodes like that. 

Miss Marry. Just listen to this. “In 1927 only an 
lith-hour and most unexpected defeat by the 
championship’s newest recruit, Glamorgan, robbed 
Notts. of the leadership.” That's the kind of 
episode to dwell on, if one must dwell on episodes. 
Lancashire, by the way, ended at the head of 
the table. I think the account must be slightly 
com pressed. 

Porrnos. Let us talk of Hutton, I mean the cricketer, 
not the one who edited The Spectator. 

Miss Matty. They seem to be a versatile family. 
One wrote a life of Archbishop Laud. I do net think 
that Hobbs has ever gone in for ecclesiastical 
biography. 

Arcupgacon GrantLey, One likes to think of Laud 
married to Mra. Proudie. 
Portnos. Rerenons a nos Huttons. 

364 against Australia. 

Miss Marry. You are using the Daily Mail Yearbook 
for 1950. It’s not fair. 

Qventixn Durwarp. Real cricket-fiends wear de- 
tachable cuffs printed with inexpugnable facts. 
You never see them actually consulting their 
authorities. Sir Walter, now, would have done well 
as a cricketing novelist: he always got up plenty 
of detail. So many of the moderns seem jejune 
compared with him. 

Acep Intertorer. Lord's has never been the same 
since the Parliament Act. 

Frxis 


In 1938 he made 


R. G. G. Pace 
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HEN my wife tells people 
about when we were burgled, 
she caleulates back by way of 


the dog's aye and the month Miriam 
Knockenlocker, the editress of Lady 
and Levaure got herself married. There 
was a full-length portrait of Miss 
Kaockenlceker on the front eover of 
the magazine, and things must have 
been a bit muddled in the office, 
because the answer to my wife's 
letter about the blouse patterns 
wasn't on Pauline Prune’s Page; 
it was on Dr. Hoopoe's-—Dr. Hoopoe 
being a leading psychiatrist and 
exelusive consultant to Lady and 
Leiaure’s veaders, 

Well, Hackenstraw—it 
said, half-way down a column 
bet ween a view of New Brighton and 
some diagrams showing how to 
straighten your nose—many women 
of your weight and colouring exhibit 
the symptoms you describe. If you 
will send me your real name, I will 


forward under plain cover the address 
of a reliable firm of Nut Food 


Meanwhile why not 
up an outdoor 


Manufacturers. 
buy a dog or take 
hobhy ? 

My wife was very excited about 
this. She said it showed what an 
interest Dr. Hoopoe took. 

* How does he mean about your 
real name?” I said. 

“There's a dog mart down by 
the bus station on Tuesday even- 
ings,” my wife said, and after supper 
the same day, when she'd settled 
the animal on my chair, she said 
we'd have to think of a name to 
suit him 

I said nothing, as neutrally as 
I could manage. 


The Watch Dog 


“I think maybe ‘Harrison,’” 
my wife said, “! think he just looks 
‘Harrison,’ and he's going to be a 
great, big, dignified, man dog when 
he grows up, aren't, you Bo-bo!” 
And that was how the dog got 
called Bo-bo. 

He caused a good deal of 
interest in the neighbourhood, par- 
ticularly among the rougher element, 
and when we went for a walk in the 
park crowds used to gather to listen 
to my wife calling him, under the 
impression she was a mezzo-soprano 
tuning up for an open-air concert, 
and I got into the habit of mingling 
with these crowds and pretending 
to be a spectator. 

But the trouble really started 
when my wife decided the dog 
ought to be trained. “They're 
happier when they know what's 
expected of them,” she said, and 
she bought a sixteer-foot leash and 
a book called Give Your Chum a 
Chance. 

The book said it all had to be 
done by kindness, and never to beat 
a dog, and the first day out with the 
sixteen-foot leash we brought down 
two old ladies, a post office mes- 
senger, and a man who gave his 
name as Mr. H. J. Smout and said 
we would be hearing from his 
solicitors. 

“Don't speak crossly to your 
dog when he jumps up at you,” the 
book said; “just grasp his front 
paws firmly and tread on his back 
feet...” “Take him out in the 
country and dodge down in the 
bracken,” it said. “Let him think 
he's lost you and then call him, 


and you won't have any more 
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trouble about him not answering 
his name.” 

It was towards the end of his 
second year that Bo-bo began to 
develop insomnia. We tried every- 
thing in the way of soothing 
draughts and avoidance of excite 
ment, but in the end the only thing 
that would answer was for my wife 
to read Beatrix Potter to him while 
I spoon-fed him with gruel until he 
dropped off, and then as like as 
not he'd wake up before we'd got 
ourselves to bed. 

The night we were burgled he 
went right off in the middle of The 
Tale of Two Bad Mice and my wife 
said afterwards he must have sensed 
something. “They know,” she said. 

We were wakened just after 
midnight. “Listen!” my wife said, 
and sure enough you coaldn't hear 
anything. The dog had stopped 
snoring. Then the lights went on 
down below and we could hear 
people moving about, and my wife 
decided I should go down. 

I got as far as the landing and 
there was Bo-bo, fangs bared 
dribbling, and a mean look in his 
eye. I tried to pass and he prac- 
tically took a piece out of my leg, so 
I tried to point him in the other 
direction but he wasn’t having any. 
I fetched my wife and we just had 
to stand there and watch the 
burglars taking the stuff out of the 
house. The taller one, who seemed 
to be the foreman, was a well-spoken 
man wearing a dark suit and brown 
gym-shoes. “That's a fine dog you 
have there, ma'am,” he said to my 
wife. “That's what I call a watch 
dog!” 

I could tell my wife was pleased 
with the compliment, but the dog 
never really recovered from the 
nervous upset. We took him away 
for a holiday but he got bitten by a 
sheep, and it was after this that my 
wife accepted an offer for him from 
a tall, well-spoken man in a dark 
suit. 

We were sorry to part with him, 
but we had to think of his happiness. 
and as my wife says—what a 
trained dog needs is regular work 
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GONE SOUTH 


-MORROW the dawn will come to the tops of 
Sgriol, 
Seeping into the corries and down the Glen, 
Down past the Pictish Towers where the buzzards 
wheel - 
Down to the homes of men. 


Back at the Lodge, is the morning golden and ruddy, 
A climbing glass and hopes of a lovely day ¢ 
Are they taking the boat out, after the mackerel and 
cuddy— 
Lifting the pots on the way! 


Is the river up! Is the mark rock covered by flying, 
Swirling peat-water spating down to the seat 

Are they up the Glen, with the salmon rods out, trying 
Long Pool, or Corrary ¢ 


Or—do they look at the mist on Chapuill drifting, 
Shifting shroud blown over the sea from Skye, 
Wondering what is the chance of the weather lifting ¢ 

(How could a glass keep dry ¢) 


Yet I will guess, with a guess unhesitating, 
Soaked though they well may be from sleeve to sock 
They ‘re on the hill to-day—and the ponies waiting 
Down at the Pony Rock. 


. All these are idle thoughts, and best unspoken, 
Thoughts of the rifle packed, the empty chair; 
To-morrow the peace of the bealach may well be 

broken — 
But I shall not be there. 
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WOULD YOU RATHER BE A FISH? 


1 am standing in the 
eleventh in the 


HEN 
pouring rain, 
queue for a bus which will certainly 
be full if L haven't missed it, so that 
1 can go home after seeing a film 
about women being hit on the head 
with revolvers by men in stolen 
cars, my thoughts turn eventually 
to the tridactylous, and | am 
consoled 
I know next to nothing about 
the finch, and the common hedge- 
sparrow is a mystery to me. But 
the tridactylous stands out tragic- 
ally in my mind, because of a 
passage in the Natural History 
section of my favourite book —John 
Jos, Stockdale's Encyclopedia for 
Youth (1807) I cannot read it 
without 
They have a bare 
place says Mr 
Stockdale in his suave, undecorated 
‘and but three toes to each 


CON 
near the eves,” 
prose 
foot.” 
The picture T have formed of 
this unfortunate creature, stumbling 
along as best it can, and occasionally 
pausing to comb a few feathers 
across its bare place, is vivid and 
distressing. And yet, at the same 
time, it is comforting. What have I 
got to complain about, when all is 
I'll admit I can't 
light beige 


said and done? 
afford to collect my 
jacket from the cleaner’s, and the 
nearer I get to the Third Programme 
oriental 


the louder beeomes the 


cross-talk act on approximately 
four-sixty-three Bat at 
least I can enjoy the advantages of 
having tive toes to each foot. How 
happy I should be, then, not to have 
tridactylous! (They 
into different 


metres 


born a 
by the way 


been 
travel 


rf 


experiencing a wave of 


climates, according to Mr. Stockdale, 
and I can't say I blame them. But 
I don't suppose it does any good.) 

There are, of course, many other 
uncomfortable creatures, as any 
student of Mr. Stockdale will tell 
you. Consider for a moment the 
thon, a kind of tunny. It doesn't 
seem to have any bare places, but it 
has another singular misfortune 
“when they voyage, they form a 
kind of parallelogram, which ap- 
pears on the top of the water follow- 
ing a ship sometimes for a great 
distance, and all at once dispersed 
by a loud discharge of artillery, or 
sudden clap of thunder.” Why, 
good heavens, I have the audacity 
to grumble because mushrooms are 
one-and-six a quarter and someone 
has broken a spoke in the front 
wheel of my auto-cycle, when all the 
time here are those thons careering 
pell-mell up and down the ocean 
in the form of a_ parallelogram, 
thunder-claps and 


pursued by 
I ought to 


discharges of artillery! 
be ashamed! 

Mr. Stockdale says they some- 
times spring with force from the 
surface of the water, and T am not 
at all surprised, I imagine they 
swear a good deal too, and form 
themselves into isosceles triangles 
for a few miles every now and 
then, muttering bad-temperedly. 

Oh, I'll admit I have to sit 
down for a few minutes after run- 
ning up four flights of stairs; and 
I'm not going to pretend that a big 
yellow chimney-pot hasn't just 
blown off the roof into the middle of 
my bed of parsley. There are no 
buttons on my winter overcoat, and 
sometimes when T vawn something 
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goes click! so that I can't close my 
mouth properly for days. All my 
draws turn out to be homes, and 
last Friday a man at the door sold 
me a gross of blades that won't fit 
my razor. I have no coal; when | 
took away the upturned bucket my 
rhubarb was no bigger than a 
radish ; my ball-point pen has rolled 
through a gap at the bottom of the 
skirting-board; there is something 
very funny about this meat-paste ; 
and now a man is going to read the 
nine o'clock news. But I don't care 
because | am neither a blue nor a 
variegated gomphony fish, “the 
snout of which is very like a nail.” 
Nor am I an opiaphalus, which lives, 
of all places, on the coast of 
Coromandel, and “either creeps in 
the mud or plunges boldly forward.” 
I can't find out why it does this, 
but you may be sure it has a 
disability of some kind. No head 
probably, or three feet to a leg. 

I shall laugh softly to myself 
when the next two-inch worm 
comes out of my cold-water tap. 
“Ha, ha!” I shall shout in the 
restaurant when next I plunge my 
hand boldly forward down the 
lining of my sleeve: “I am no part 
of any parallelogram, and my snout 
is not remotely like a nail!’ I shall 
sing with joy when soot falls down 
the chimney, and smile at every 
Irish shilling I get in my change. 
For oh! tridactylous, although the 
bare place near my eyes persists, it 
won't spread any farther, if my 
barber's any judge. 

ALEX ATKINSON 
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LL Mr. Tissel needs is six more 
legs and a haircut to make a 
pretty good spider. Watchful and 
still, he broods in the shadows of 
his hardware shop--unfortunately 
the only one for streets and streets 
—ready to spring out and give 
customers his special service before 
they know what's happened to 
them. 

With eager, bony hands, he will 
go to a great deal of trouble to put 
a really good wrapping around a 
bottle of strong, fumey household 
bleach for you, for which you thank 
him very much until you come to 
unwrap it and note the picturesque 
ruin which passes for a cork. If cup- 
hooks are ten for fivepence, you will 
tind that you have carelessly lost 
one on the way home; and many's 
the puzzled post-mortem you will 
hold in the street over your hotly 
clutched handful of change. 

Mr. Tissel’s aged mother, the 
greyish-black widow who has raised 
eleven, comes lurching downstairs 
to help in the shop when there's a 
rush on. Her cunning blackcurrant 
eyes fill with sentimental tears about 
honesty and goodwill and things of 
that sort, and she protests hoarsely 
that the old firm would never do 
you, dear, not for a halfpenny— 
which is true enough, a shilling 
being nearer the old firm's mark. 

I must say, though, that Mr. 
Tissel has both skill and a good 
memory, never cheating you the 
same way twice. During the last six 
months I have had from him, in this 
order: drawing-pins that lay down 
to rest; threepence short during a 
big fly-paper deal; a lovely pink 
dish-mop that drove an inch-long 


WALK INTO MY PARLOUR 


splinter into my wrist, and a 
special new safety night-light that 
set the tea-cosy on fire in five 
minutes. 

If a little sordid, the shop does 
provide drama. One sees muscular 
women decked out in metal hair- 
curlers and squashed bedroom 
slippers who call the proprietor 
Twister Tissel right to his face, in 
half-serious banter which has on 
more than one occasion ended in a 
bawling row, with mother spider 
audible in the next street and several 
brand-new tin kettles dented; or a 
giant road-mender with a beautiful 
sun-tan and a plunging neckline, 
who puts his face up very close to 
the face of Mr. Tissel and asks 
gently whether he would care to 
have his conk busted. 

The old firm just smiles with 
oily goodwill and tells his public 
(1) that the goods was in perfect 
condition when they left his hands; 
and (2) we must of made a error 
about the money; we can come 
round the back, if we care to, and 
see the cash register for ourselves, 
look. 

Time and again I vow that Iam 
going to boycott Tissel’s for ever- 
more. Then comes a drenching wet 
day when I badly and immediately 
need some paste—and, first thing I 
know, I am caught in the web once 
more. 
Defeating Mr. Tissel’s rapid 
Abbott-and-Costello arithmetic by 
tendering the exact fare as sug- 
gested by the London Transport, I 
feel pretty shrewd for at least twenty 
minutes, until I try out the new 
paste and discover that it sticks at 
nothing. Then I say that one of 


“ But we've been to Naples already.” 


these days there 's going to be a big 
showdown. 

This long-awaited event took 
place last week when I reluctantly 
visited Tissel’s to buy washing soda. 
Into the shop ahead of me moved 
an unsteady old shabby man—one 
of those mysterious little scuttlers 
who keep their eyes lowered as they 
steal out from the damp basements 
of once-grand houses. Mr. Tissel 
jumped out at the ready, and the 
scuttler, on tiptoe and clutching the 
high counter like a child, piped that 
he would like some kitchen soap 
just the one, Mr. Tissel, please 

“Certainly, dad!” beamed the 
old firm. “Here you are, fivepence- 
ha'penny.” Half a crown passed 
from Dad's shaking hand into Mr. 
Tiseel's keeping. 

“A ha’penny, that’s sixpence,” 
chanted Mr. Tissel glibly, warming 
to his work, “and three’s nine, a 
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shilling, one-and-«ix, two Much 
obliged, dad.” 

The little old man had reached 
the door before I realized that he'd 
been done out of sixpence 

“Wait! I ealled urgently, 
“Your money's wrong.” But the 
customer just hurned jerkily around 
the corner and vanished 

was angry that lost all 
caution, turned to face Mr. Tissel 
and announced fiercely I've a 
good mind to go to the police! 

Oh please don't whined Mr 
Dad don't do it 
very often, only when he's broke 


Tinsel uneasily 


Canadian one this time,” he added 
opening hie palm and exhibiting the 
old man's coin 

Bessey 


A 
BUM, ne Soup 
on Wousp Ur 
South Walesa Argue 


Perhaps that will keep it going 
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CORRESPONDENCE COURSE 


‘| EAR Sirs,” began the Office 

Manager in an expressionless 
voice. We thank you for your 
Order No. So-and-so, dated 12th 
Sept., raising 20 collapsible lamp- 
shades, umbrella type, mottled, list 
price £4 17s. 6d. each. We hope to 
dispatch these goods within the next 
few days. Yours faithfully.” 

The Office Manager looked at 
me through narrowed lids. “ Now,” 
he said, and his fingers beat some 
tribal rhythm on his table, “this is 
no way to write to a customer 

“No?” I said, guardedly. 

The Managing Director,” went 
on my superior, “is very concerned 
about the number of  slipshod 
letters coming from the office. He 
save that he ‘shudders to think '— 
his own phrase—of the business we 
may have lost through carelessly 


composed, vague, and even dis- 
respectful correspondence. ‘Look, 
A.J., he said only yesterday, ‘just 
glance through the Camshaft an! 
Throttlebody file, for instance, and 
you 'll see what I mean.’”’ 

“The Camshaft correspondence 
is very tricky,” I defended, “ chietly 
because whoever makes out their 
orders always puts the carbon paper 
in the wrong way round, and it sort 
of shines through, if you know what 
I mean. Anyhow, we've all had a 
dip at it...” 

“R.G. says that he is not con- 
cerned with whether or not an order 
is ultimately completed. That's 
what he pays wages for. But he is 
concerned with tendencies. Suppose 
we take this letter I read out. Where 
is ‘esteemed’? And ‘to hand’? 

We bent together over the file. 
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“An order,” said the Office 

Manager, “is always ‘esteemed’, or 
at least acknowledged in such a way 
that it must appear that we have 
been poised on our toes waiting to 
execute it immediately.” 

I said “But everybody knows 
that we can't...” 

“Then,” went on the Office 
Manager as though I had not spoken, 
“there 's warmth, and friendliness — 
an atmosphere of —of .. .” 

“Camaraderie!"’ [ suggested. 

“All right. Look at this— 
nothing at all in the middle to give 
confidence. It should have read: 
‘You are no doubt aware of the great 
difficulties with which the trade has 
to contend '—um—‘ on the materials 
situation and we know that our past 
endeavours on your behalf will 
ensure confidence that the order will 
be dealt with as expeditiously as 
possible in the cireumstances,’” and 
the Office Manager leant back in his 
chair, breathing deeply. 

“Don't you feel,” I ventured, 
“that a comma...” 

“No, don't. However. Now — 
the last sentence. Dammit! Look 
what has happened! We've prac- 
tically committed ourselves. Cam- 
shaft's will jump on this, and quote 
it to us, and try to pin us down, 
and...” He resumed the beating of 
the table. “And why aren't we 
‘glad’ about it? And about here we 
should have reminded them tact- 
fully that this is not the only line 
in lampshades we carry—for in- 
stance, that mushroom style we're 
landed with could easily have been 
pushed here... Well—and look 
at the ending. ‘Yours faithfully.’ 
Pah! Commonplace and meaning- 
less. Where's ‘ your goodselves’ and 
‘assuring you of our best attention 
at all times and our closest attention 
to your future wishes’? Here—take 
it away.” 

I took the Camshaft and 
Throttlebody file back to my table. 
I re-read the letter, this time calmly 

and away from the suggestive 
influence of the Office Manager. I 
nodded now and again, pursing my 
lips. Then I happened to glance 
casually at the initials reference of 
the author. 

They were “ RG/KS.” 
Fercusson Maciay 


You don't see snow like that nowadays.” 


THE MUSHROOM 


EARL-like, but stranger and finer than a pearl, is 
the mushroom button, 
Expected and long looked for and suddenly beyond 
hope seen ; 
Shaped and striped and half-hidden by the imprisoning 


grasses, 
Urgently, almost visibly, thrusting through the dark 
green, 


Wet, and earth-cold, and soap-smooth to the fingers, 
Richly and delicately scented of cow-dung and the 
dew ; 
Rigid and crisp to the grasp, and feather-light in the 
lifting ; 
Fruit of a night's growing, oddly, incomparably new. 


Vast around us, the fields in the oblique and early 
sunlight 
Fall to the cliff. Sunlit only in its topmost tree, 
Side-screening the dip, the pinewood hangs upon the 
headland, 
Breathless and hanted against the creeping 
splendour of the sea. 


Hazed with the promise of heat, cloudless to the white 
horizon, 
Overarching and reflecting the windless levels of the 
bay, 
Full of an Olympian air unearthly sweet in the nostrils, 
Domed in duck-egg blue, the sky waits upon the day. 


But our deme is here, here is our tangible perfection 
Locked in a white globe, almost under our feet: 
The first mushroom found in a field prodigal of 
mushrooms, 
Pearl-perfect to the senses and fit for the gods to eat. 
P. M. 
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DELIGHT OF THE UNEXPECTED 


T was a day to atir ambition 

The lecture room had been newly 
arrayed with things we had made 
out of clay, there was a clean roller 
towel on the thing it rolls on 
nobody had the 
itself as a roller for other clay 


and 
thing 

The 
kiln was purring warmly in the 
room at the back of the throwing 
room, and all the little cone-shaped 
things in the kila 
pinkly and bending at the apex as a 
reassuring sign that the glaze firing 
was going pretty well, And I had 
wedged a lump of clay and nobody 
the kick-wheel. She 
across to me when I took 
possession of that wheel and gave it 
What are 
she 


borrowed 


were glowing 


was using 


came 


an experimental kick 
make 
She was surprised when I told her 


you going to said 
It was really wisest to hedge 
\ teapot has to have a lid, you 
know,” she said 
I pointed out that my jampot 
had a lid. She looked across the 
room at the shelf over where the 
kitchener ‘Yes,” she 
agreed, but not emphatically. She 
added that it was best if a teapot 


fitted 


used to be 


had a lid that Because of 
steam 
And it needsa handle,” she said 
I had her there. My 
not on the shelf acroas the room 
with the 
toning up the leetare room 


vase was 


other also-rans; it was 
It was 
a verv lovely vase with a Grecian 
neckline and three handles and | 


still thrilled every time I saw it 


Why did ithaveall those handles?” 
she paused to inquire, side-tracked 
from the teapot subject. 

“They all stayed 
explained 

‘You were practising!” 
insisted, It was no use telling her 
that I was playing for safety and 
allowing for the things that could 
happen to one's best handles be- 
tween the potting and the firing 
stage And they were nicely 
equidistant about the neckline of the 
vase and I thought they added 
poise to it. The grey one with the 
curly end was particularly graceful. 

“And a teapot has to have a 
spout,” she added triumphantly 

“You could have a teapot like a 
jug, with a lip to it,” T suggested, 

She looked at me. ‘ You could 
she said She sighed “Well, 
perhaps you had better make the 
body of your teapot first. Are you 
going to throw it on the kick-wheel ? 
Don't you think perhaps the electric 
wheel would be easier!” 

“T like the kick-wheel,” T said. 

“Tell me if you want any help 
when you have brought up your 
body,” she said, and went away. 

I gave the kick-wheel a first 
kick and it started off in the wrong 
but after that it behaved 
beautifully, and T treadled away 
with one foot and poured water over 


she 


direction 


my clay with a piece of sponge and 
moulded it firmly between my 
hands and it rose up and bellied out 
and I sliced the top neatly with the 
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hit of tin and stopped treadling and 
mancuvred the body off the whe»! 
It was as easy as that 

“You know,” she said, coming 
ap while I was balancing the body 
on the largest tile, “that isn’t bad. 
You'll want the calipers to measure 
for your lid, won't you, and remem- 
ber to allow enough clay to fettle a 
handle on it. Next week.” 

The lid came up in a trim little 
curve, and I straightened the flange 
with the side of the set-square and 
calipered it to fit the teapot body 
and took it off the wheel and put it 
on another tile beside the rest of the 
teapot. It was that sort of day. 

“You'll have to bring it up very 
narrow for the spout,” she said, and 
I did it. There was an intoxication 
about the day. Other people came 
to look at my spout. It sat on its tile 
tenderly, like an elephant’s trunk, 
and I bent it to curve fluently 
about the middle and then I made a 
handle. 

“Next week,” she said, “you 
will be able to fettle your lid and 
fix the handle and the spout.” 

I could hardly bear to leave the 
component parts of my teapot in 
the pottery room, but next week 
they were still there, intact, and so 
I mixed some clay to a smooth thick 
cream and stuck on the handle and 
the spout. While they dried I 
fettled the lid and made a very nice 
sunken knob in the middle of it. 
The thing about a sunken knob is 
that there is not so mach of it to 
knock off as in the protruding sort. 

When she came up to me 
my teapot was assembled, a round 
teapot, a squat teapot, a comfortable 
teapot, the sort of pot to sit happily 
besides the crumpets on the hearth. 

“Did you make a hole for the 
tea to pour through before you 
stuck on the spout?” she said 

“What you could do,” she 
added, “is to take something sharp 
and prick holes through the body 
with it. You want to be careful that 
you prick them into the spout and 
not round it. It's quite a good way, 
because it acts as a strainer for the 
tea-leaves, you know.” 

It was not while I was doing 
this that my teapot sprang a leak. 
That happened later on, in the 
biscuit firing. 
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ARLY in my chosen career of 
agricultural-lime selling I found 
myself confronted with a mystery. 
I had assumed that the way to 
sell lime to farmers was to talk 
about it shrewdly, if possible wittily, 
and in any case practically con- 
tinuously until they bought some. 
I discovered, however, that in spite 
of an entertaining line of sales-talk 
dealing exhaustively with topics of 
vital interest such as Caleium Oxide 
Equivalents, soil colloids and the 
divergences bet ween schools of agri- 
cultural thought on the question of 
the desirability of flocculating clay 
with lime, I was increasingly en- 
countering farmers who had urgent 


SELLING BY EAR 


appointments with other farmers or 
fields of swedes. It is true they were 
often most courteous in their hasty 
farewells, and many of them even 
paused, before leaping into jeeps 
aml whizzing regretfully away, to 
say how sorry they were that they 
saw ahead of them tightly packed 
programmes of activity for months 
—one man said three years: but I 
still felt that something was wrong 
somewhere. 

At first I thought that the 
Ministry of Agriculture must have 
been mistaken in its impression that 
much farmland was crying out for 
lime, and I posted a wad of their 
official leaflets to the Minister him- 


self, with what I took to be un- 
founded assertions ringed in chal- 
lenging oblongs of blue pencil and 
double - question - marked in the 
margin. Perhaps it was as well that 
I forgot to include my address for 
the reception ef his defence, for on 
the following day a farmer altered 
my view by means of an oil drum. 
He was a quiet man, clean 
shaven, with a mild manner. Before 
I could do more than announce that 
I was the new representative of 
Marvelime Limited, he said warmly 
he was glad to meet me and he knew 
I was not like some salesmen he 
could name, all talk; talk the hind 
leg off a donkey. He could see at a 


“ Dear me, no! All teas inside after October 1st.” 
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“Mr. Chairman, before we put the motion ‘That the motion be now put,’ should we not first pat the 
motion ‘That the motion “ That the motion be now put"’ be now put’?” 


glance L waan't like that. I nodded 
warily He then told me of an oil 
salesman who had called on him a 
few years ago and so wearied him 
with chatter that he had bought a 
drum in order to get away from him 

If 1 hadn't, he'd still be here 
talking about oil,” he 
earnestly. “I'll take my 
that. But what's the result’ He 
led me round to the back 
and pointed to a dingy oil-drum on 
‘See that 
It'll 


never be empty when he calls, if he 


oath of 


of a barn 


a stained wooden stand 
drum? It's got a little oil in 


calls twice a month for fifty vears 
That's what sales-talk.” 
He nudged me painfully. “I don't 
say but what I bought 
other drums of oil—from salesmen 
who didu't talk! See? 

L echoed his chuckle, less richly 
but I was perturbed. For if sales 
manship was not talk, what was it! 

Fortunately I have never been a 


comes of 


haven't 


man short of theories; and I soon 


formed the working hypothesis that 


if talk would not sell lime, non-talk 
must be tried out. 

The same afternoon I let a 
farmer tell me, for fifty-three 
minutes, what had been lacking in 
the Government's attitude towards 
Agriculture since (1 think) Disraeli. 
He then ordered forty yards of 
eighth carbonate for twenty acres 
of stubble 

The next day I gave a farmer 
the opportunity of explaining to me 
in broad outline the principal draw- 
backs to his wife's Uncle Fred, who 
lived with them. After seventy-one 
minutes he said he could do with 
ninety yards of quarter-inch down 
when he got his barley off. Another 
farmer ordered nearly two hundred 


a 


yards of eighth for his entire farm, 
to be spread as the fields became 
available, after only thirty-nine 
minutes’ explanation of the manner 
in which he personally would have 
approached himself if it had been 
he, and not another, who had been 
authorized to call on him with a view 
to inducing him to grow lucerne. 
Since then I have sold almost 
entirely by ear. My one anxiety 
now is how I am going to make a 
sale when I run into a farmer with 
no troubles whatever to get off his 
chest and no improvements to sug- 
gest in the running of the country 
In fact the dread of meeting this 
type has haunted me daily, on my 
rounds, for the last six vears. 


REFLECTION ON POOLS 


ALAS, we must exchange 


ere autumn gild the thicket 


Or ere from London skies the fog-bound soot fall, 
The Glorious Uncertainty of Cricket 
For the maddening inconsistency of football. 
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PLAY that in retrospect shows 
serious cracks ean sometimes 
be surprisingly effective in 

the theatre. Hanging Judge, based 
by Mr. Raymonp Massey on a 
novel by Mr. Bruce 
comes to bits at the first tap. It 
asks us to believe that a judge 
notorious for his harsh sentences 
keeps a mistress in the country, 
under a pseudonym, and has never 
been discovered; and that having 
then been traced to his hideout 
by a revengeful illegitimate son, 
who kilts himself in circumstances 
that suggest murder, the judge 
pushes the body down a well, fobs 
off the local detectives, and returns 
to London convinced he is safe from 
recognition. With his habits of 
mind one would have expected him 
to call the police immediately, but 
panic is fairly an imponderable 


ews {ya fe 


[Hangung Judge 
Sir Francie Brittain— 
Sm Goprary Tears 


Hanging Judge (New)—Second Threshold 


Our credulity is further strained, 
however, by club scenes in which a 
Home Secretary behaves like a 
broody hen, an irresponsible M.P. 
tampers shamelessly with the law, 
and a female witness is interviewed 
in the sanctity of the smoking-room. 
From the moment a Chief Constable 
spots him over a dry martini the 
judge is for it, doomed by his blind 
faith in the infallibility of a British 
court, and only when he is in the 
condemned cell does a diabolically- 
timed confession from his dead son 
leave him free, and quite broken. 
But although Mr. Massny's 
machinery creaks so stridently, his 
main situation is good: the shatter- 
ing discovery by a man of studiedly 
cold intellect that he is himself 
capable of the abject stampede he 
has never been willing to credit in 
his judicial victims. The point 
could have been made stronger by 
an actor less attractive than Sir 
Goprrey Tare, who is by nature 
incapable of playing a man violently 
disliked: but once the judge becomes 
a human being Sir Goprrry’s 
splendid voice and presence make 
him a stirring figure. Hanging J udge 
is not unexciting as a melodrama if 
you are prepared to sink reason and 
accept it as such. Mr. Micnae. 
hard-hitting production 
helps us to do so, and though the 
cast has weaknesses there are several 
very useful members, notably 
Mr. Jonx Rosrmsoy, Mr. Perer 
and Mr. Jown Byrow. 


Second Threshold, a much 
smoother piece, struck me as phony 
Left unfinished by the late Mr. 
Puuir Barry, and revised by Mr 
Rosert Sa#erwoop, it also has for 
hero a hard old man —in this case an 
American statesman—who learns 
humanity rather late in the day. 
Losing imterest in life, and depressed 
by his daughter's impending mar- 
riage to someone older than himself 
(an escape at all costs from his 
intolerable egotism) he is on the 
verge of suicide; and the play 
463 


describes his desperate rescue by his 
daughter. This could have been 
moving had he not given the fatal 
impression of being only a poseur, 
flinging wisecracks at his family 
while fingering guns and nooses like 
a tiresome schoolboy; and = the 
process of his education is held up 
by so much icy flippancy that we 
have to wait until the last scene for 


(Seoond Threshuid 


Josiah Bolton Brook 
Miranda Bolton 
Miss Marcaner Jounsroy 


his crust to break—by which time a 
report off-stage would have lost for 
me what little melancholy it might 
ever have had. All the same, both 
father and daughter are played so 
well that the evening is almost saved. 
Mr. Cutve Brook walks a slack-wire 
of supertluous words with masterly 
agility, and Miss Marcarer Jonny. 
stox, who needs no words to give 
terror to inner torment, compels our 
sympathy. Mr. WiLLIAMSYLVESTER 
and Miss Parnicia Owens are good 
in support, as a blunt young doctor 
and the kind of adolescent minx 
who might have been a bore 


Recommended 

Romeo and Juliet (Old Vic), a 
production of rare vigour. The River 
Line (Lyric, Hammersmith), a strong 
play, for argument. Bleak Howse 
(Ambassadors), Emlyn Williams’ 
marvellous solo Dickens. 
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5 HAT imagination of yours,” 

save the husband to the wife 

a few minutes after the 
beginning of My Wife's Beat Friend 
(Director: Kiowanp Sate)—" That 
imagination of yours is going to get 
you into trouble one of these days,” 
ant we recognize what we take to 
he an announcement of the theme 
of the picture. However, if that was 
meant to be the theme the emphasis 
changed in the making of it. To be 
sure, the wife (Anne Baxter) has 
at intervals a vision of herself as 
another kind of woman (facetiously 
displayed, top left, to the sound of 
quivering strings) and proceeds to 
adjust her behaviour accordingly ; 
but these are not Walter. Mitty-like 
performances for personal satis. 
faction. The point of the story is 
that cach new personality is adopted 
as a deliberate means of getting 
even with her husband (MacDoNALD 
Caney), who has rashly confessed to 
an exceedingly mild  indiseretion 
with her “best friend.” She does 
yet into trouble, in the sense of 
almost breaking up her marriage, 
but more because she presses her 
revenge too hard than as a direct 
result of her imagination. This is an 
unpretentious domestic comedy or 


(ly 


Silent Jeff Kincaid Raxvoira Scort 
with unnamed adversary 


My Wife's Best Friend—Carson City 


rather farce, which suffers from a 
tendency to exaggeration but is far 
from stupid, and has several really 
good points. It is trivial, certainly, 
and many of its laughs depend on 
the delighted recognition by married 
people in the audience of certain 
familiar, conventionally comic con- 
jugal situations. Even so these are 
skilfully handled, and there are 
other kinds of laugh as well, not 
least in the dialogue, which without 
being at all scintillating has that 
constant, soothing gleam of intelli- 
gent flippancy. Miss Baxter is 
always worth watching as she 
plagues Mr. Carey with her succes- 
sive exaggerations, and among the 
subsidiary figures is an endearing 
portrait of a sort of P. G. Wode- 
house clergyman by Cecu. 
way. The picture is no more than 
a time-waster, but there are degrees 
even in that category ; this is one of 
the better examples. 


You know what you are in for 
when you see the title Carson City 
(Director: Anpré pe Torn); that 
is, you may not know precisely 
which of the well-known con. 
stituents of the Western have been 
shuffled together this time, but you 
know the sort of impression the 
result will make. This is the one 
about bringing the railroad to some- 
where or other against opposition, 
but there are two things that in- 
dividualize it somewhat. One is the 
attention given to the problems of 
tunnelling through a mountain, the 
other is the colour proceas, It is in 
Warnercolor, which approaches the 
effect of some other non-Technicolor 
systems in suggesting that it works 
almost entirely with different blends 
of biscuit and blue, but produces 
a good many very pleasing compo- 
sitions nevertheless. In places the 
sound, too, struck me as unusually 
good and convincing, notably some 
dialogue between two men walking 
along a street that did, for once, give 
the impression of voices heard in a 
street. There is at the beginning an 
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[My Wifes Beat Prient 


Virgena Mason—Anne Baxter 
Nicholas Reed—-Lew Exikson 
George Mason—-Macvos sco Caney 


expression of gratitude to the State 
of Nevada for help with “facts”: 
these would presumably be facts 
concerned with the actual place of 
the mountain tunnel and the diffi- 
culties of making it, for the story 
and characters conform to a pattern 
it is by now a bit late to thank any- 
body for. Ranpo.rn Scorr is the 
dashing engineer in charge, Ray- 
moND Massey is the gentlemanly 
champagne-loving villain, and the 
climax is a gun duel where the 
bullets at last whine as usual from 
rocks, but at first (an original touch ) 
from the less perforable parts of a 
locomotive. 

* * * * * 
Survey 
(Dates in brackets refer to Punch reviews) 

The outstanding films in London 
are still foreign ones: Golden Marie 
or Casque d'Or (24/9/52), and fine 
confused feeding at the Berkeley 
where the terrifying Los Olvidados is 
with the farcical Dréie de Drame 
(2/5/51). 

The only new release reviewed 
here is Meet Me To-night (24/9 52), 
the Noél Coward trio: stagey but 
entertaining 
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Stevenson and Mason 

Voyage to Windward. J.C. Furnas. Faber, 25)- 
A. E. W. Mason. Roger Lancelyn Green. Parrish, 21- 

N the fifty-eight years since Robert Louis Stevenson's 

death the pendulum of opinion has swung wildly 
over his reputation. At first, as E. F. Benson said, he 
suffered the indignity of being pilloried in stained glass, 
while Fanny Stevenson urged the annexation of 
Samoa so that the grave might be in British soil, and 
great and little critics plunged into an orgy of ecstatic 
elegy. Later, led by George Moore, who went thought- 
lessly on reeord as claiming that Stevenson imagined 
no human soul and invented no story that anyone 
would remember, the debunkers enjoyed a long and 
vicious fling. It was time the pendulum was brought 
with authority back to centre, as I think has now been 
done by an American critic, Mr. J. C. Furnas, in 
Voyage to Windward, 4 massive, careful and extremely 
readable biography. 

He had three aces denied to his predecessors: an 
expert knowledge of the South Seas, research into 
unpublished papers at Yale, and access to recently 
freed letters from Stevenson to Mrs. Sitwell, the 
sympathetic confessor of his youth. With these 
advantages he has been able to dispose of a good deal 
of legend, the most important being the theory, 
inspired by the name ‘Claire’ pencilled on a manu- 
script poem about parted lovers, that Stevenson had 
tried to marry a dazzling Highland girl from an 
Edinburgh brothel. This pretty tale crumbles in face 
of a letter which shows that he was in the habit of 
addressing Mrs. Sitwell as Claire, before he took to 
calling her Madonna. 

It was a tragic iife, but shot through with extra- 
ordinary comedy. That the aggressively Bohemian 
boy who rebelled against the well-padded Calvinism of 
Edinburgh should end in feudal glory in the Pacific 
was the best joke ofall. The tight rein that Mr. Furnas 
keeps on his evident enthusiasm for his subject leaves 
a far stronger impression of Stevenson's quality and 
courage than the stained glass method could ever 
manage. He deals very fairly and fully with Fanny, 
whom Henry James unkindly called a“ poor, barbarous, 
and merely instinctive lady”; she was trying and 
conceited, but to be the wife of an invalid genius was 
no sinecure, and the marriage seems to have worked. 
Mr. Furnas’s literary assessments are shrewd, and he 
is never overwhelmed by the wealth of his material. 
To complain of his occasional weakness for words as 
terrible as “climatotherapeutics” is not doing justice 
to a style that has irony as well as a pungent gift of 
phrase, and his wary attitude to the psychiatric 
approach increased my pleasure in this book. Nothing 
could be nicer than to learn that a lady who discovered 
deep symbolic significance in the shape of Stevenson's 
Samoan house had got the ground-plan wrong. 
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Far less critical is Mr. Roger Lancelyn Green's 
A. EB.W. Mason. His choice of adjectives is too flattering 
to be fair to the true merit of Mason's work, and there 
are a wearying number of quotations from con- 
temporary reviews and detailed descriptions of plots. 
In a word, one smells padding ; but on Mason the man, 
as apart from the writer, Mr. Green is much more 
interesting, giving a life-size portrait of a robust and 
attractive character, over-flowing with energy. Mason 
made his mark in Parliament, climbed Mont Blanc five 
times, at over seventy sailed his yacht through an 
Atlantic gale, and was beloved by a host of friends. 
The adventures with which he crammed his life were 
the raw stuff for fiction that was often uncommonly 
skilful, and nothing in his books was more exciting than 
his own Secret Service operations in the First War, 
when he spiked enemy activities in Spain and Morocco 
and finished by wrecking a German wireless station in 
Mexico. The success of his early novels saved him from 
a not very promising career on the stage, but already 
he had appeared in the first production of Arms and 
the Man, with Bernard Partridge. Keown 


The White Lady. Leonard Dubkin. Macmillan, 66 

One of the least known of Nature's children, the 
bat, which filled D. H. Lawrence with such horror, 
drew the young American naturalist, Leonard Dubkin, 
to a study of its habits which has resulted in a magical, 
almost fairy-tale book. His “White Lady” is a rare 
albino in a colony he found in a grotto in Chicago. 
He gives a fascinating example of the bat's “radar” 
—a constant stream of supersonic squeaks reflecting 
sound back to its ears so precisely that the White Lady 
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flew between the blades of an electric fan again and 
again like a child with a skipping-rope. The white bat, 
by illustrating the behaviour-pattern of the others, 
simplified his study of the colony; but many and 
ingenious were the author's devices for discovering the 
details of their lives. It is in the intuition with which 
he tries to enter into their feelings that he succeeds in 
hook attractive to the general 


making an unusual 


reader ae well as interesting to naturalists 


of the “Maid of Athens.” 
12.6 


The Wreck Emily Wooldrudge ; 
edited by Laurence Lrving 
It is the fashion among many moderns to dismiss 
Victorian woman as a helpless creature, swathed in 


petticoats and self-pity, given to fainting in emergencies 


an generally incapable of anything in the nature of 
Evidence to the contrary is, of 


wutiative or courage 
abundant ; 
resolution and endurance, both mental and physical, 
dixplayed by the delicately-nurtured Anglo-Indian 
women at the time of the Mutiny. Mr. Laurence Irving, 
in The Wreck of the“ Maid of Athens,” adds yet another 
example to the many already existing of the way in 
which Victorian womanhood could rise to the sternest 
demands of misfortune. Mrs. Emily Wooldridge, wife 
of the captain of a 260-ton brigantine wrecked on the 
Island in the 1860s, tells the 
story of her experiences, in diary form; and 
the way in whieh she copes with the difficulties and 


course one need only cite the ineredible 


barren coast of Staten 
mostly 


to wear these. 1 can't see a thing 


wish we didn't bar 
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hardships of her situation—not forgetting the imparting 
of religious instruction to the Boy—might well provide 
an example of steadfastness and courage even to the 
present generation Cc. &. 


Germame Carter; 


The Home Book of French Cookery 
with a Poreword by Sir Thomas Rapp. Faber, 15)- 


Mrs. Carter, who spent part of her six years’ 
sampling of German concentration camps in Branden- 
burg, turned her expert interest in cookery to making 
the best of such parcels as came the internees’ way 
and embarked, at Sir Thomas Rapp’s instancy, on the 
compilation of the cookery-book whose translation he 
She has not given in to a world of make- 
shifts—no Frenchwoman would. There is no “for 
butter read margarine” here. She gives us authentic 
French recipes and leaves us to make the best of them. 
True, she counts on the apparatus of a town kitchen 
and the materials of a country a conjunction 
seldom found here except in Soho. But any enter- 
prising English cook can make use of her book. It 
opens endless vistas—adaptations and permutations of 
what little we can come by, and in this respect does 
credit to its concentration-camp origin. Its pdlés, 
apart the paté dalouettes, are particularly 
recommended 


introduces 


one 


from 


SHORTER NOTES 


The Poetry of T. S. Eliot. E. 8S. Maxwell. Hout. 
ledge and Kegan Paul, 21)-. Surveys in detail the development 
of Mr. Eliot's thought and style with the help of ingeniously 
selected quotations from his critical works. Particularly good 
on the various kinds of tradition that have received the homage 
of Mr. Eliot's traditionaliam. A serious and steady guide to 
an often bewildering bulk and variety of writing 


The or Tradition in the English Theatre 
after 1660 Clinton-Baddeley, Methuen, 18 - 
Comprehensive pa ‘tual and critical study of the deve slopments 

Burlesque, mainly as formally presented 
excerpts from famous practitioners from 
Davenant to Gilbert—and a glance at such literary burlesquers 
as Dickens, Leacock and Sir Max Beerbohm. Practitioner 
himself of this robustious and engaging art-form, the author is 
an intelligent (and witty) guide 


Mr. Rank: A Study of J. Arthur Rank and British 
Films. Alan Wood. Hodder and Stoughton, 20).. Entertaining, 
argumentative account of the vicissitudes of the British film 
industry, based on a summary life of the simple-hearted 
Yorkshire millionaire who took a financial hand in it. An 
interesting character study, a mine of stories and statistics, 
and an eye-opener for many miaguided opponents 


Tito of Yugoslavia. K. Zilliacus. Michael Joseph, 21)- 
A sincere Titomt propagandist who knows Russia as well as 
Yugoslavia is nevertheless unable to make hia hero stand out 
against an all-pervading background of Communist tdeologia! 
quarrels. An informed but not impartial study of Yugoslav 
politics rather than a biography of Tito. 


Darling Tom. L. A. G. Strong, Methuen, 106. Twenty- 
four reprinted short stories, with Foreword; some of the best, 
we learn, were written in collaboration with Mr. J. F. Swaine, 
creator of the character “ Mr. Mangan”. Comedy and tragedy, 
stories complete and inconclusive, are here, all competently 
told if pot all outstending. 


Fletcher's Folly. H. L. V. Fletcher. Hodder and 
Stoughton, 5/-. The author's garden fertilizes his imagination 
and his memory; and in this delightful pastiche of knowledge. 
folklore and the leisurely wisdom of country ways he teaches 
more, through shared experience and entertainment, than he 
would have achieved by deliberately setting out to instruct. 


and variations of 
stage-play; with 
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THE PEPPERMINT GAL 


E large woman who had just 
arrived at the bus stop gave 
a general “Good morning,” and 
handed round a bag of peppermints. 
The other impending passengers 
refused both conversation and 
peppermints, but when she said to 
me “Have a peppermint, kid?” I 
accepted one. 

Two weeks later I met her as I 
was ambling along the pavement. 
“How's your eye, kid!” she asked. 

“My eye's all right,” I said. 
“How's Betty Martin?” 

* Ain't you the one who was in 
‘ospital with our Ronnie" she said. 
I explained that I was somebody 
quite different. 

* * * 

“How's your eye, kid!” 

“It's a lot better now,” I said, 
“although I had a bit of trouble 
getting the beefsteaks.” 

“Ronnie and the boys were 
asking about you.” 

“How is Ronnie?” 

“He's been out several weeks 
now,” she said. “He's got a job for 
you. Y' better come and see him.” 

We walked along the pavements 
until we reached an old, three- 
storied house, with peeling paint, 
a neglected garden and a general air 
of requisition. 

She took me along a dark hall 
to a big room at the rear. In this 
some young men were assembling 
machine-guns. 

“Hello, Ronnie,” I said vaguely. 

One young man looked up. 
“Hiya,” he said; then, to his 
mother, “Get any Virginian?” 

“Twenty,” she said. “Piece of 
cake. The fellow went into the back 
and I collared a packet with the old 
butterfly net.” 

“Fair enough,” said Ronnie; 
then, to me, “ Got any ‘300 rimless ?” 

“T can’t get any,” I said. “They 
pay these Yankee soldiers so much 
they can't be bothered to take 
bribes.” 

“We 'll have to take the coshes,” 
said Ronnie. There was a murmur 
of disapproval from the other men. 
“Well, what's biting you?” Roanie 
asked. 


TEWELLER, 


“We got the Rheinmetal - 
Borsig,” said one man. “ Be reason- 
able, Ronnie; we got to have pro- 
tection at an adequate range.” 

Ronnie sighed. ‘‘ Nobody knows 
how to fire it,” he said, patiently. 

“T do,” I said. “Is it off an old 
Heinkel bomber 

“We got it from the Imperial 
War Museum,” said Ronnie, pro- 
ducing the machine-gun. “We 
didn’t stooge around ascertaining 
their proprietary rights.” 

“Money for jam,” I said. “ You 
put this drum on, pull this 
thingummy back, orientate the 
enemy, and start shooting.” 

The men scattered. “All right, 
you imitation film extras,” sneered 
Ronnie, “let's go.” 
467 
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“Where to?” asked anxiously. 

“Warehouse,” Ronnie said 
briefly. “You'd better come along 
with the artillery.” 

We trailed out into the back 
street. “ Egg and chips for six,” said 
Ronnie. “Get ‘em ready for nine.” 

“Elucidate!” said his mother. 
“Do you mean six people for chips 
at nine o'clock or nine people for 
chips at six o'clock ¢” 

“Use your loaf,” said Ronnie. 
“It's half-five now.” 

There was an old saloon in the 
street into which we all clambered. 
“The secret of success,” said Ronnie, 
“is to operate in daylight. Nobody 
but a fool would do it. Nobody but 
@ genius would expect it. The 
C.L.D. are not geniuses. I'll leave 
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vou to «struggle with the im- 
plication 

We drove to the warehouse. It 
was by a river in a quiet neighbour- 
hood Pull her up,” said Ronnie 
“ Pat the artillery into the oboe case 


and come with me You others 


know your instructions!” 

They did 

Ronnie and | went into the 
warehouse At “Inquiries” a girl 
said “Do vou want to see Mr 
Marshall! He's just gone.” 

Good!” said Ronnie Splen- 
did! Now listen. I want fifteen dozen 
gold-plated wiye tieholders with 
enamelled emblema (‘Welcome to 
Paddington"); sixty-two dozen ster- 
ling rhodium-plated polished 
tard pots with Coronation emblems, 
two dozen gold-plated replica 
American cavalry sabres, without 
hbloodstains. All that lot have got to 
he eased and the boxes have got to 
be wooden — cross-grained like we had 
lust time. We'll take ‘em with us.” 

We don’t take orders here,” 
sail the girl “Our registered 
address is 

“It might have been a good 
idea,” said Ronnie, “to tell me that 
before IT got to the bit about the 


Kee at the Newsy ape 


PUNCH, October § 1952 
cavalry sabres. When a man has the constable. “Here, let me show 

lost hisoriginal teeth, struggling with you.” 

a word like ‘replica’ undermines his He took the gun away from me 
self-confidence. Now, where is the and I stood there, utterly humiliated. 
stuff ¢" “It was my first offence,” I said. 

‘I don’t know what you're on “Anyway, we didn't take any- 
about,” said the girl. “Is this for thing.” 
export or something!” “You'll have to see the 

*This,” said Ronnie, “is what psychiatrist,” said the constable 
is known as survival of the fittest. “First offenders always see the 
I take it, young woman, that you psychiatrist.” 
do not expeet to be paid for this “Keep my name out of the 
metallurgical bric-a-brac ?” papers,” I said. “My good name 

“Now, then,” said a deep voice means a lot to my mother.” 
contradictorily ‘What's all this “You can't expect me to keep 
here /”’ the newspapers out of this,” the 

“The rozzers!” said Ronnie. constable said. “What about my 
“Be so good as to align the good name!” 
artillery.” * * * * 

I lifted the Rheinmetal-Borsig That is as far as my imagination 
with difficulty, and aimed it at the will take me, and it is far enough. 
constable It is the duty of a writer to follow 

Now, then, sonny,” he said. up all openings. One of these days 
“You can’t do that there here.” I am going to do it. Goodness knows 

‘Dispute that contention,” where my adventures will carry 
Ronnie said to me me. Anyway, I've got everything 

I tried to, but there was only a ready: a change of clothes, a book of 
click. Ronnie shot out of the door stamps, a hand grenade, a passport 
and the boys out of the various to Chile, signed confessions in three 
windows. “ You've had your chips,” languages, and, in case nothing at 
Ronnie shouted all happens, half a pound of 

“A number two atoppage,” said peppermints. 
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TIME IS THE ART OF THE SWISS 


One risk you don’t have to take 


Into every tiny part of a fine Swiss jewelled-lever watch goes immense incessant care. Swiss 
watch craftsmen take no chances. 

And you, when you choose your new watch, should take no chances cither. What has been made 
with such care should be chosen with care — and your qualified jeweller is the man to help you. 


Your jeweller is a specialist in watches. Only he has the full support of the Swiss watch industry. 
Only he can show you how to tell a quality Swiss watch from others. Only Ae can ensure that 
the watch reaches you in the same perfect condition as it was when its Swiss maker finished it. 
Only he can give it that expert after-care which will ensure you a lifetime of satisfaction. 


Don't take a chance. Choose a good Swiss jewelled-lever watch, at your jeweller's. 


The WATCHMAKERS 
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ORIGINAL 
GINGER WINE 


so warm to come home to / 


or does she take 


CROOKES! 


CROOKES HALIBUT OIL 


The stronger capsule for greater protection 
Rich in protective’ Vitamun A and 
sunshine’ D 


FROM CHEMISTS ONLY 25 yor 2/6, too 8/6 
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During 1951, 
E.ectric’ turbo-alternators 
were supplied to many power 
stations all over the world, 
and ten new units went into 
service in the United King- 
dom alone. These and other 
giant generators made by 
“ENGLISH ELECTRIC’ are 
making a valuable contribu- 
tion to the supply of elec- 
tricity to both industry and 
the home 


In the field of television 
*ENGusH Erectric’ turbo- 
alternators often play a dual 
role, supplying not only the 
power to transmit the picture 
but also the power that 
enables television sets to 
receive it. The fact that many 
of these sets are also products 
of The ENGutsH ELECTRIC 
Company completes this fur- 
ther illustration of the ways 
“ENGLISH ELectrRiIc’ brings 
better living to millions. 


better 


The ENGLISH ELECTRIC Company Limited. Queens House, Kingsway, London, WC 2 
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more 


people are 


smoking 


Every day more people — particularly those nothing but cool, clean tobacco smoke can 


with sensitive palates — are finding how good pass the filter tip. Get a box teday and 


it is to enjoy this fine cigarette knowing that see how well they suit you. 


CORK TIP IN THE REO BOX —PLAIN TIP (MEDIUM) IN THE BLUE BOX 
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OUR NEW FACTORY 
DOWN THERE — ALL THE 
INTERNAL PARTITIONS. 
DOORS. DESKS. LOCKERS & 
STORAGE BINS WiLL BE 
STEEL BY — 
Sankey-Sheldon 


OF COURSE” 


Fer a full, rich tawny Port of (haracter - 
ask for 
DELAFORCE 


Racing Port 


By pricing it at 19- Dottle, the House of Delaforce (founded 
tp 1668) make it possible for everyone to enjoy this distinctive 
Racing Port. From all good wine merchants. 


® Trade enquiries to: Twiss & Brownings & Hallowes Ltd. 
Learence Pountney Hill. London, B.C4 


CAR HIRE CHAUFFEUR DRIVER OR 


SELF DRIVE 


sponsored by the 
world femous ano contimentat 


LINGUIST CHAUFFEURS 


CLIENTS MET AT BOCK OR 
airport 


“CAR HIRE 


VELA. 305 Park Avenue, York 22. 


Bast & Pakistan Fourth Moor 
thy Assour Berrut Lebenen 
& Rend -Point des Champs 
tysees, Parnes @ 
Shell Buciding 47 Conterstoen. 
. 


119 countries 


Everybody has different 
ideas about the ideal car 
bat....the majority 
agree that om any car..... 


GIRLING. 


GIRLING LTO 
KINGS AD TYSELEY BIRMINGHAM 11 
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ONCE AGAIN YOU CAN GET 


RADIAC REX ~—the king of shirts 


with multiple-weave 


collars and cuffs 


Yes, Radiac REX are here again! They still carry the | 


features which made them royally popular before 
the war multiple weave collars and cuffs, stylish cut, 
real comfort 


counsel 
for 


comfort 


and sow extra easily fitted culls 


(and collars) to match your shirts are available. — 


Shirt and 2 collars ». 


(or shirt only) 296 


( ollar attached shirt 


(Multiple weave collar only) 
Spare culls, per parr 
xtra collars, to match or white. 
(Coflars are tape-reinforced along turo- | 
over edge for longer life and comfort). 


We will giadly vend you a coloured pattern 
leaflet, with the name of your nearest Radiac | 
Rex stockist. U you will write (a postcard 
will de) te Radiac Shirts, 63 Alderman | 


FULLY PATENTED 


The ONLY raincoat 
with the 


built-in 
waistcoat 


buttens back to form the 


QUILTED 
LINING 


Stylish, 
well-made, 
a product 
of 


DRIWAY 


11 Guineas only 
Stwwoked by leading Stores and 
throug tout the country, 1m difficulty write to: 
DRIWAY RAINCOATS “IMITED DRIWAY HOUSE’ WATER LANE LEEDS II 


With generous reinforcement at wear 
points the defence of TOOTAL socks against darning 
is particularly sound. epiLox brand non-felting wool 
assures men of socks which will keep their comfortable 
shape and soft * woolly ” feel to the last step. And 
as a final summing up in favour there is the 


comprehensive Toorat Guarantee. a pair. 


TOOTAL 


socks need less darning 


Teotal Broadhurst Lee Co Ltd 56 Oxford Street Mancheser 


GRAND BUILDINGS, TRAFALGAR SQUARE, W.C.2. 


Obtainable from good Hatters all over the world 
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~ and friend 
In whatever company it may find itself, White Horse Whisky is at home. 
It will grace the great and dazzling occasion; or lend itself to a discreet 
conspiracy with the soft lamp and the quiet book. It has nobility with no 
hint of condescension; warmth with no trace of fire. And it is never more 


genial, never more companionable, than when it is at home in your home 


WHITE HORSE Scotch Whisky 


axl 


CHRISTYS’ BOWLER HATS 


Very popular with the City business man — 


Guardsmen off duty and just men about town. 
Specially styled bowlers by Christys’ are seen 


at point-to-points and famous hunts. 


CHRISTYS’ HATS 


OBTAINABLE FROM 
CHRISTY & CO. LTD., 35 GRACECHURCH STREET, E.C.3 


(Entrance in Lombard Court) 


and good class men’s shops everywhere 


— the Father of British Racehorses 
pulled a water cart in Paris ? 


Thoroughbreds in Europe, America and 
Australia all trace their ancestry in direct " 
male line to three Bastern horses. One of rhe 
these, the Gedolphin Barb wes found 
under the most peculiar ircumstances 
While walking through Pars in 1730, Mr 
Coke, « Norfolk gentlemen, found the 
Bard collepsed from hunger and exhaus- 
tion while pulling « weter cart. Out of pity 
he bought the horse. Me was astonished to 
learn from an Arab employed by the 
Sultan of Morocco that the horse was of 
the finest bleed and « present from his 
master to the King of France. 


his proud spirit had put him to pulling « 
vegetable cart for the head chef at 
Versailles. When even this failed to subdue 
him, he was sold to the water carrier who 
had tried to starve him into submission. 
Mr. Coke sent the horse back to England 
where it was nursed back to health. On 
its owner's death, the horse passed to his 
frend Lord Godolphin 


A PROUD SPIRIT. The King’s grooms | YOU KNOW what for over half 
however found the stallion wild and | century the House of Cope has provided an 
service for spertemen 


untamesble and in an attempt to break end | Wriee 


integrity 
NOW fer our iHlustrated brochure 


| LIMIT * ALL POSTAGE PAID 
_ by Telephone, Letter & telegram 
CAN DEPEND ON 


'COPES » 
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17/7 hail beetle 92 qtr. boctie: 


—J The Worlds Best Known Turf A 


| 
you “Say Ae | 
HES 
f hes { 
i eu 
DAVID COPE Led. Ludgate Circus, Londen, 
U.K. prices: 33/9 per bottle 
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ROSS. AY Indian Tonic Vater 


blends with any fine gin in a subtle mellow harmony 


AN IMPORTANT 


ANNOUNCEMENT Prun 
to smokers of good cigars 


| The attractive gi 
| decorated box and 
two beautiful liqueur 
glasses are quite free. 


quality 


preparations for men. Nine products 
3/- to 5/6. Goya Men's Division. 


nn EE: ARAS cigars, rolled in Jamaica in the finest | 

TORQ AY [’ Havana leaf by Por Larranaga, will soon be | 
Queen of ey Rivitla | re-named Larra cigars. This is being done to avoid 
confusion with the name of a certain manufacturer | 
for that Winter holiday of pipe tobacco, The Larra is truly a most excellent | 
when prices are lower cigar. It could hardly be otherwise, for it isa piece | 


kindly cl | 
ee eee, | of craftsmanship in the Por Larranaga tradition, 


is in full swing. | 


THe internationac resoar Makers fine cigars for over 100 years 


THE NEW 


A Lighew 


Write for Mustrated literature 
STAND No. 186 - GROUND 


GLEN SCOTIA ARGYLL SCAPA KIRKWALL FLOOR EARLS COURT 
1835 188s ECCLES (GIRMINGHAM) LTD., Haxelwell Lane, Birmingham 
Manufacturers of Eccles Factory Trucks 


4 
} 
| 
| | | 
/ 
wied | 
Corvetty 
‘ 
| yet | | 
eof matched shavir at Try some now and 
| reserve a few boxes 7 
friends. your — 
order early. Ob- 
} tainable from 
your local wine ly S 
merchants or a 
leading Lon- 
don stores. a 
| PRICE Ly 
4. PRUMIER & CO. LTD. 
| FENCHURCH STREET, LONDON, £63 
“> 
- 
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Carpet your rooms 


*“MAYFAIR’ 
HALF THE PRICE OF A ‘SQUARE’ 


Meyter Needle Carpeting m choiwe of 
tovely shades close-woven fet rubber 
backed for long weer and case of handing 
Pasty cut to fit flush inte recesses aroun 
fireplaces, lies dead-flat at once, needs 
binding, ne sewing, no Long 
weertng amd lowely to 
Heather, lrewn, Red. 
Rust, Grey or Green 
twe qualities 


aveilatle 27°, 14 
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ALL OVER with 


CARPETING One, 


(wo... 
three o'clock 


—AND STILL AWAKE! 


Stop counting the chimes. If sleep won't come 
don't take it lying down. Before you go to bed at 
night make yourself a good cup of Allenburys Diet 
The pleasant, soothing drink is a great help. By 
genty exercising the digestion, it draws blood away 
rom the brain, and induces natural healthy sleep 


SLIP MATS Post Free \ | DIET 
Sampler (returnable). Send for somple preces of 9 THE GOOD GOOD-NIGHT DRINK 


lovely colow: to choose from 


MAYFAIR MAIL ORDERS LTD. (Dept 14, Biackiriars Lane, London, 


Made MLEN & HANBUATS Lid. London, £2 ose 


All new Books available 
on day of publication. 
Secondhand and rare 
Books on every subject. 
Stock of over three 
million volumes. 


F Record Dept 
Columbia, "Perle. 


phone, Decca Long-Playing 
and all other labels. 


Subscriptions taken 
British, American and 
tinental magazines ; we 
first-class Postal 


We BUY Books, Stamps, Com 


CHARING CROSS ROAD 
LONDON 
Gerrard 5660 (16 lines) 
Open 9-6 (ine, Sats.) 


Two minutes from 
Tertenham Court Road Stanen 


the liqueur of | ELLIMAN’S 
the Apricot om) EMBROCATION 


from Merchants ond Store 
the United Kingdom 


Sele Distributors Twiss Brownings & Hallowes Price 1/10 and 2/10 per bottle everywhere 


AL- U R PO 
HOT WATER TOWEL RAIL 
= HEATER COMBINED 


Pat. Me 


BATHROOMS KITCHENS & 
® 12 hours heat for 3d. 
days continuous burning 
Morris Blue Flame perafin burne 
Odourless and safe 
40° high, wide, TY” deep. 
Please write for mame of storktel tw the 


| 


MORRIS HEATING APPLIANCES LTD. 
Dept. 74, York Read, Batterers, awa 


L 


| 


365 EXCUSES 


fora party— 
and a host of 

| brillians 

| entertainment 


| 


—| id@as to go 
| with them! 

food recipes and 
600 cocktail 
recipes, plus card 
games, quizzes, 
party games with 
witty 
notes, perplexin 


— and sporklingly idlustreted with 
squire cartoons! A handsome volume, 


beautifully producedin colour. 
THE ROBERT SINCLAIR TOBACCO COMPANY LTD., WESTGATE RD. NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE,1 FREE neTume § 


‘Ou 
YS OR SEND 36/-. Send P.C. to 
| A. THOMAS & CO. (P) {11 Buchanan Sc 
BLACKPOOL. (Cash with order: 35/-) 


RHEUMATISM 


and DISPEL the PAIN 


WITH 


| 
= } 
Wait per 
THE WORLD'S ' 
WEST GATE | | 
: 
i 
Forzes | PES) = 
uprreme Pl | 
\ | t 
| 
| | 
= | ae — 
The * Gate “Supreme is pipe | 
; carbonised bow! avoids the usual = 
breaking.in Process; the colour. = | 
% = quality and shapes will Certainly = | 
*PPeal to you ~and so will 
t = 
Gate” Supreme in 
| = stil] only 12 6. = 
= 4 =. ook 
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Like every Famous Detective, Judd needs a strong, 

well-tailored envelope* for putting clues in. From 

under the insensate boots of the Yard, as they 

tramp over the spot so recently marked X, he is 

continually snatching up some 

small object and putting 

it in an envelope. 

It may be an ear, 

a tiny blunt in- 

strument, a hair 

of the dog that 

bit the man that 

everybody 

_ loathed in 

‘te Chapter One — 

no one knows, yet. 

Groggerby Judd, or Judderby Grog, as 

he sometimes calls himself absent-mindedly, keeps 

these clues up his sleeve (in an envelope), and his 

lip buttoned. Even such palpable non-suspects as 

the dog that bit the man (ete., see above) are ex- 
cluded from his confidence. 


There are several features that distinguish River Series from 


4 


Why ? 

Because Joggerby 

Grud isn’t in 

the sleuth trade for 4 

laughs (the fact is, he hates it, and secretly longs 
to be an ice-hockey referee); he’s in it for the 
money ; he means to see the case right through to 
his pay-cheque —and no splitting 

the take with some jumped- 

up Watson. You ought 

to see his behaviour 

sometimes in the 

chapter after the 

last chapter, 

bombarding his 

ex-client with writs, 

broker's men and 

menacing telegrams in 

disguised handwriting. . . 

Yes, even Grudgerby Jogg has to live. And to help 
him he needs (among other things) a strong, well- 
tailored envelope for putting clues in. 


* One of the RIVER SERIES for preference. A nice Congo 
manilla (say 44% 3)) would be just the job for Judd our 
fictitious detective. 


ordinary envelopes—their smart modern ‘* Square Cut”’ 
appearance—all have generous gumming of flaps and 


wide overlap of seams to provide security—and all are 
made from British high-quality papers. Your local Stationer 


or Printer will readily arrange supplies. 


River Series envelopes 


THERE ARE OVER 260 differeni sizes and shapes of Manilla, Cream Laid, 
Air Mail, Cartridge and Parchment envelopes in the * River Series’ range. 


PIRIE, APPLETON & CO 


CHADWELL HEATH MILL 


FREE SAMPLE BINDER 
We shall be delighted and to protestiona! and business howses 
our 


ESSEX 


‘ Punch, October 1952 "xv 
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mon helpful in deciding the bea for every mparate envelope 
req irement. 
NAME 
FIRM 
ADDRESS 
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THE TERROR OF 
ST TRINIAN'S 


TIMOTHY SHY AND RONALD SRARLE 
The finest Christmas gift 
for seasons and the 
funniest book of the year 


| to Winter sports? Who loves com- 


Heres News 
KIRBIGRIPS 


CMSMON TIPS / 


Slick and casy, their velvet-emooth 
tips are kind to tingers, scalp and hair 


THEY'RE IN THE STORES NOW! 


Made im Eingiand by 
KIRBY BEARD & CO. LTD. 
London, Redditch and Pare 


MEDITERRANEAN SUN 
without forgign curremey 
Neautiful bathing and lovely bea hes 


MALTA 


HOTEL PHOENICIA 
deve nc. air travel) 
trae 
Matte Trav eau 
24 Gohten Square 
any other Travel Ageot) 


Wine & Cigar Merchants 


Reyal Exchange, LONDON. £.C) 
= of Clarets, Burguedies, otc, 


for hist 


Vent-Axia 
for Better Air 
Conditions 


ras 


COGNAC 


A Rare Compliment to your Paiate 
coGNaAc form of controlled 


@ ‘ventilation -° 


co 


BISQUIT DUBOUCHE & 


Who flies Swissair... 


VENT-AXIA LTD., 9 VICTORIA ST. 
| Tel at GLASGOW 
BIRMINGHAM Lens NEWCASTLE UPON 


fort and first class food and the 


| speed of a luxurious Convair that 


flies swift and smooth high 
above the weather? Who hates 
tipping and al! those incidental 
expenses that eat into the 


| precious travel allowance? Who 


. well! you know the answer 
Sensible people in a hurry fly 
Swissair—and being sensible people 
they enjoy the comfortable feeling 
that the steady, precise level-headed 
Swiss are flying them. 


Special reduced winter fares 
operate between 15th December 1962 and Jist 
March 1963. Tickets valid for 23 days. | 
LONDON/BASLE (Return)... £25.10.0 
LONDON/GENEVA (Return) . . £25.10.0. 
LONDON/ZURICH (Return). . £26.10.0 


SWISSAIR SERVICES INCLUDE MOST EURO. | 
PEAN CAPITALS AND NEW YORK. ASK YOUR 


TRAVEL AGENT FOR DETAILS 
Wine and Spirit Merchents 


THOMSON & CO.LTO 


Est. t795 


HI 


By appoinement 


‘OU can still afford your Savile Row clothing 
ALSO MANCHESTER - GLASGOW by buying from our showrooms. We have 
fine selection of cancelled exports and un- 
| collected orders for Suits, Overcoats, Fiding 
and Hunting Kit from eminent tailors viz 

| Huntsman, Sandon, etc 


REGENT DRESS CO. ( ) 


17, Shaftesbury Ave. 
Ladies’ Dept. isc Floor 


| SWISSAIR, 125 REGENT ST., LONDON, W.1. 


Cireus, W. 
(Neat Cofe 


BATHROOM 
FURNITURE 


shine... 


RONUK 


REDTILE 
POLISH 


ror 


xxvi 
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ALC te, 


imitless enjoyment 
IF YOU WINTER IN 


| / 
1802 provided an example of turning swords 


into ploughshares when gun barrels were 4, 


The Lamplighter 


HE application of coal gas to street 


used as a means of conveying the gas. = 
This is why, even at the present time, 
tubes are sometimes referred to as ‘ barrel.’ 
Steel tubes have been developed since 
Murdock's time for far wider purposes 
than were then envisaged and are now in- 
dispensable to modern civilisation. 


ELLINGTON 
TUBE WORKS IL'' 


For steel tubes and steel tube fabrication. 
HEAD OFFICE & WORKS, GREAT BRIDGE, TIPTON, STAFFS. 


Thank goodness there's still a heavenly spot on this 
distracted globe where Britons don’t have to be paupers ; 
a coral necklace of islands where the Gulf Stream wards 
off winter ; where there's swimming and game-fishing 
all the year round, and Christmas comes in with scarlet 
Poinsettia ; where you can ride and sail and dance 
under the stars, and the dolce far niente is just about the 
best in the world. Are you wintering in Bermuda ? 


Please do not tease! 


Those curious discs of Three Nuns do not need teasing— 

except, perhaps, the few at the top of the pipe bowl. Each 

disc is a complete blend in itself. Each smokes so slowly 
that a pipeful of Three Nuns is a delightfully 
prolonged performance. 


Bermuda is 700 miles S.E. of New York, in no limit on the amount you 
the latitude of North Carolina. B.0.4.C. are allowed to take there. 


Three Nuns 


ORIGINAL BLEND EMPIRE BLEND 


S 
| 


: will fly you there, either direct 
4 from London, or via New 
- York taking advantage of the 

low tourist fare. Or you can sail direct by 
Cunard, which you a week of com- 
fort in the Canons, sailing from South- 
ampton December 10, or 
the Barrannic, from Liver- 
pool, January 17. Frequent 
‘aq Other services via New York. 


WHEN IN NEW YORK on business, 


Colour films of Bermuda 
available on loan— write to 
Publicity Officer, Bermuda 
Government Information 
Office, Regent House, 89 
Kingsway, London, W.C.2, 
who will also send you free 
illustrated booklet and in- 
formation about fares and 
hotel charges. Or ask your 
Travel Agent. 


not take advantage of the 
there on the way home? 


fy 
i fe: 
Ze. 
; 
: 
| 
aS 
BERMUDA’S CURRENCY 
@ HOW TO GET THERE | BERMUDA'S CURRENCY 
SS 
S N DBFPG. Qs 
SS 


GOOD CARS HAVE 


BRITISH 
LEATHER 


UPHOLSTERY 


For luxurious comfort there's nothing like leather 
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Unruffled . . groomed with Silvifix 
Hair Cream adds remarkably to a man’s sense of cool 
sclt-possession. For Silvifix really controls your hair . . . 
without gumming or greasiness . . . and lasts 3 to 4 times 
as long as other dressings. Obviously it’s something 
rather better than usual. 4/6 a jar. 


Best for all 


OCCGStONS 


STATE (XPRESS 
555 


The Best Cigarettes 
in the World 


omit 
4 fue Ry Z 
WA | 
we 
A Silvikrin product \ APN 
25 
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These are the chairs 


The uphoistered chairs are free of Pur- 7 
chase Tax when bought in permanently é if , 

clamped rows for Concert halls, etc. They : “FRONT 
still stack like single chairs. Four types, | 4 
16 colour schemes. Write for leaflet F.3. evctee 

If you are interested in steel tables ask 
ebout these as well. | it's so much better! 


| @ Unique patented Y-Front 
support construction. 


that sebels make 
STAK-A-BYE STEEL CHAIRS Easily washed no woming 


Made by the makers of MOEO Toys — tn Madtoays (sho a legs) 
and short sleeved 


Obtmnabiec trom leading men's shops 
SEBEL PRODUCTS LIMITED, 3941, NEW OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W.C1 | the 


Telephone : TEMplc Bar 0786. Grams ; Sebel, Wescent, London. Made in Great Britain exciusivels by 


90 on the floor-space of 3. They and 
stack straight up, 30 high, neat 
as dinner plates. No toppling, 


There's a Rotary watch just for you... 
SECRETS OF 


YY BOLS Lioveurs. 


A distillate of finest 

Biz Dutch caraway seeds, 

a digestive quite exceptional... 


Shockproof, water- 
proof .17-jewels. In gold 
£32.13, in chrome! 
sted £11.96 


. that’s Bolskummel. It is not 
surprising that the caraway seeds (and 
other rare herbs) from which it is 


| 2 


bs ‘> distilled were once used to pay taxes, 
Macs for such intriguing flavour and = 
WA Be only of a liqueur born to high | matic. In starnless 
° estate. They are in fact the 


‘44 characteristics of a delectable 

digestive the extra dry 

quality of which is based 
on a centuries-old secret. 


BOLSKUMMEL 


The House of Bole wae founded in Anuwterdam in 
urs include Apricot Bols, 

sand Dry Orange Curacao. 


15-jewel lever. In gold 
£25.10.0 in chrome] 
steel £8.3.6 


: | at a reasonable price 


Ask your jeweller for ROTARY by name 
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QUILTED LUXURY 
for you ... 


...a new dual-purpose 
tailored weathercoat 
with | 


WARMLITE! ... 
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DRY FLY 
SHERRY 


PRODUCE OF SPAIN 


Good fare can be appreciated more after a glass of DRY 
FLY SHERRY. It is the best appetizer at cocktail ume. 


20 - bottle ° 10 6 half-bottle 


From your Wine Merchant or 
Findtacer Mackie Todd & Co. Led 
By Appointment Wine and Spirit Merchants to the ‘ate King George Vi. 


a matehless 2-in-] gar | 


ment in woo! gabardine, satin-lined and with | 


a genuine Tropaline zip-in warmer. Immacu- 
lately tailored in grey, fawn and lovat for men. 
weight in wool, the quilted 
Tropaline lining is sipped in- or (with hat and fixed lining) in seven attrac- 
and-out in 4 tive shades for women. 


® Three times as warm as its 


youl Gite 


it your local stockist does not yet stock, write to >— 
Robert Hirst & Co. Ltd., 205 Regent Street, London,W.1 


‘A master-stroke in weathercoat styling” 


SAYS LEN HUTTON 


... this top-quality glove, fashion- 

ed with all the traditional Dent's 
craftsmanship. is made in selected 

tan cape leather with beautifully 
warm real lambskin linings. A glove 
for comfort and hard wear. 


VERY DENT's GLOVE has “hidden fit.” 

Your glove-leather is so “controlled” 
that it never stretches lengthways out of 
shape, though it will stretch sideways to fit 
your hand snugly, warmly, for years. Dent's 
wide range includes fine hogskins and other 
good leathers, and a variety of linings. Ask 
your outfitter to show you the full range of 
Dent's gloves at prices for all pockets. 


| 
Dent’s g | OVES have “hidden fit” 


> 
2 
| : 
ACY 
FOR TOWN & COUNTRY WEAR 
) 
La 
WARM LITE 
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BY ROVAL COMMAND 


po a shop,’ said the Prince, and Mr. 
Marcovitch, who, a hundred years ago, was 
making his cigarettes in an obscure room near 
Piccadilly knew that their excellence had made 
him famous. Ever since, Marcovitch Cigarettes 
have been made to the same high standards 
as won the approval of that Eminent Personage 
and his friends ; they are rolled of the very 
finest tobacco, for the pleasure of those whose 
palates appreciate perfection. 


BLACK AND WHITE 
cigarettes for Virginia smokers 
25 for S/S 


Drive -Yourself' Cars - 


Acre OY 
the hour! 
i at 24 an hour and 6'a mile 


24-hour’ rote-—17/6 and 6d. mile) 


Be in the mood 
rs for business or 
pleasure. Avoid 
waiting for 
trains, fretting in 
bus queues. Tempers! Elbows! Parcel 
trouble! Tired children! Be wise and \ 
hire an ‘easy-to-drive’ Hillman or - 
Austin car. Be free to go wherever and 
whenever you wish ...simply, com- 
fortably, economically. This Monday- 
to-Friday service, including free oil 
and insurance, is all for as little as 
2/6d. an hour and 6d. a mile. 


* Ask for our new leaflet. 


a j m le r Drive-Yourself Service — Phone 
Hire Ltd. 


68 BROMPTON ROAD, LONDON, 


A little Hennessy can be 
a big comfort in 


HENNESSY 


COGNAC BRANDY 


IN FLASKS TO SUIT ALL POCKETS 


thine a tn the 
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ISSUED BY GODFREY PHILLIPS LTD 


We've solved some problems in our time! 


Wantep—an unspillable aircraft battery. That was 1916. 
On the western front, British artillery observation 
pilots, harried by enemy fighters, were learning new 
With them, 
right way up or upside down, went the batteries used 
for W/T communication with the gunners below. Every 
so often, inverted batteries lost their acid and put the 


evasive manoeuvres in a very hard school. 


wireless transmitters out of action. 


@ Chloride Batteries solved that problem quickly 
and finally. A battery with each of its necessary gas 
vents constructed in the form of compartments within 
compartments, so as to make an acid trap, was soon in 
action : the first truly non-spillable battery, and the fore- 
runner of every such battery made since. 


@ For more than half acentury, each year has brought 
its quota of problems to this company. In industry, 
transport and communications here and abroad, we 


can point to tens of thousands of our Chloride, Exide 
and Exide-Ironclad Batteries each giving satisfactory 
service in the special job for which we were asked to 
design and produce it. Those are answers which time 


has proved to be right. 


@ Our battery research and development organisa- 
tion is the largest and best equipped in the country—if 
not in the world. It is at industry's service always—ready 


at any time to tackle another problem. 


CHLORIDE 


BATTERIES LIMITED 


Makers of Exide Batteries 


EXIDE WORKS CLIFTON JUNCTION NR. MANCHESTER 


and with ome additiona! 


Printed in England by Messrs Bradbury. Agnew & Co.. Limited, at 15-2, Place. Pleasant. cA, published 
summer: and one WEDNESDAY, Oct 


additional winter issue. at 


Bouverie Street, 
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